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CAST  OF  TIIE  CHARACTERS.- 


COSTUMES.— (Hofer.) 


ANDREAS  TIOFER. — First  dress;  Swiss  hat — Swiss 
dark  pepper  and  salt  coat  and  full  breeches — blue  stock- 
ings— buckles — black  shoes.  Second  duress:  Dark  green 
coat — broad-brimmed  green  hat,  with  a long  heron’s  fea- 
ther— black  girdle — sword. 

ELRICK. — Green  Swiss  jacket  and  breeches,  trimmed 
with  yellow — striped  stockings — russet  shoes. 

DON  AY. — Green  uniform  jacket  and  trousers,  trim- 
med with  gold — military  cap — sword. 

JOB  SPOKEWOPPEN. — Green  Swiss  trunks — com- 
edy jacket— striped  stockings — black  shoes. 

STITCHBACK. — Brown  Swiss  dress — large  trunks — 
striped  stockings — shoes  and  buckles. 

DITFURT. — Green  uniform,  same  as  Donay. 

CAPUCHIN.— Friar’s  dress. 

IIOMAYR. — Swiss  jacket  and  trunks — sword — belt. 

GENERAL. — Green  uniform  coat — white  breeches — 
high  boots — military  hat — sword,  &c. 

CHASTELAR. — Green  Swiss  dress. 

SWISS  PEASANTS,  PATRIOTS,  &c.— Swiss  costume 
—large  knives  in  their  belts. 

SOLDIERS. — Green  jackets — white  trousers. 

MARIE. — Dark  brown  dress,  trimmed  with  red — 
black  Swiss  body — shoes  and  buckles — blue  stockings — 
Swiss  hat — hair  plaited. 

MADAME  SPOKEW OPPEN. — First  dress  : Scarlet 
silk  petticoat,  trimmed  with  black  velvet  and  gold — 
black  velvet  Swiss  body,  trimmed  with  gold — Swiss  cap, 
trimmed  with  gold — striped  stockings — black  shoes. 
Second  dress:  Blue  petticoat,  trimmed  with  scarlet — 
black  velvet  body,  trimmed  with  scarlet  and  buttons — 
shoes,  Sec.,  as  before. 

JOSEPHINE. — Brown  petticoat,  striped  with  blue — 
blue  stockings — black  velvet  body,  trimmed  with  blue- 
shoes  and  buckles — hair  plaited. 


HOFER, 

THE  TELL  OF  THE  TYROL. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. — Hofer's  Inn,  R.  s.  e. — a Cottage,  R — a rustic 

Bridge  over  the  mill-stream,  sloping  on  to  c.  from  r.— 

Su'iss  Landscape  and  Alpine  Bridge . 

Music. — Enter  Stitch  back  from  the  cottage , r. 

Sti.  Oh,  dear — oh,  dear — it’s  all  over  by  this — the 
fatal  knot  is  tied,  the  wedding  ceremony  is  performed, 
and  Maulette  Swamfronc  that  was,  is  now  Madame 
Spokewhoppen  that  is,  the  wife  of  my  detested  rival, 
and  I’m  a wretched  discarded  tailor ! I adored  Mau- 
lette, but  I couldn’t  make  up  my  mind,  and  she’s  mar- 
ried to  another — heigho ! I’m  crossed  in  love,  but  I must 
6titch  up  the  stitch  in  my  side,  and  bear  it  like  a man. 

Enter  a Peasant  and  Girl,  with  wreaths,  over  the  bridge  from 
R. — they  hang  the  wreaths  over  the  door  of  the  inn . 

Sti.  Yes,  that  nobody  may  suspect  the  mortification 
and  disappointment  I endure,  I’ll  set  out  my  window  to- 
day with  my  best  buttons  and  my  finest  cloth,  I’ll — 
[Crosses  to  L.— seeing  the  garlands  hung  up .}  Hilloa  ! what 
are  you  about  there?  ornamenting  neighbour  Hofer’s 
balcony  with  laurels? 

Girl.  It’s  on  account  of  the  wedding,  Master  Stitch- 
back. 

Sti.  Wedding! — what  wedding? 

Pea.  Why,  Job  Spokewhoppen  to  Maulette  Swam- 
fronc ; they  are  coming  to  feast  at  the  inn,  and  dance  in 
the  great  room  here.  [Exit  over  the  bridge  with  the  Girl . 

Sti.  Feast  at  the  inn  and  dance  in  the  great  room  here 
— oh,  unheard-of,  indelicate  cruelty  ! Was  there  no  other 
iun  but  this  ? must  my  ears  be  tormented  by  the  cursed 
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HO  FE  U. 


[ACT  I. 

jangling  of  their  nuptial  violins  and  hurdy-gurdies?  my 
eyes  be  thrust  full  of  needles  and  pins  by  their  sneers  ? 
This  inn,  forsooth  ! — Dance  ! Oh  ! I’ll  thwart  their 

spite — defy  the  triumph  of  Spokewhoppen  and  the  ridi- 
cule of  Maulette — I’ll  shut  up  my  shop  and  double-lock 
my  door,  they’il  think  me  gone  to  Strasburg.  [Music.] 
St.  Dunstan  and  the  devil ! here  they  come. 

[Exit  into  the  cottage,  R* 

Enter , over  the  bridge  from  *R.,  Job  Spokeyvoppen,  MaU- 
LETTE,  and  Male  and  Female  Peasants. 

Job . [Sneering.]  So,  Master  Stitchback  has  taken  him- 
self out  of  the  way. 

Pea . No,  not  he  ; he  was  outside  that  door  not  a mo- 
ment ago. 

Mau.  [ With  an  air  cf  pity.]  Poor  fellow  ! the  loss  he 
has  met  with  this  morning  was  enough  to  drive  him 
mad-^the  loss  of  a young  woman  of  my  pretensions  isn’t 
to  be  remedied  so  easily  : I’ve  no  doubt  but  the  unfor- 
tunate tailor  has  betaken  him  to  a sick  bed — I pities  him 
from  the  very  depths  of  my  soul. 

Job.  (l.)  So  do  I,  I’m  sure — ha,  ha,  ha ! 

[Peasants  laugh. 

i Sti.  [ Opening  the  door  with  violence .]  Pin  very  much 
>bliged,  but  never  was  better  in  my  life  : but  a bachelor 
what  isn’t  hunted  out  of  his  bed  by  a scolding  wife  may 
lie  down  and  get  up,  too.  when  he  pleases,  without  ask- 
ing permission  of  every  impertinent  blockhead  that  hap- 
pens to. pass  by  i— eh  ? neighbours  ! — eh  ? 

Mau.  (c.)  Oh,  dear!  certainly,  Mr.  Stitchback. 

[Placing  herself' before  him  and  adjusting  her  dress. 

Job.  Hem  I — What  was  that  he  said  about  scolding 
wives  ? 

Mau.  Nothing,  nothing,  husband  ; — recollect  his  suf- 
ferings and  ask  him  to  the  dance. 

Job.  t Crossing,  c.l  I will; — we  are  friends,  I hope. 
Mr.  Stitchback  ? 

Sti.  Certainly  — what  should  make  us  otherwise  ? 
You  are  newly  married,  I perceive — I wish  you  joy  of 
the  bargain. 

Job.  Thank’e  ; you’ll  dance  with  us,  and  drink  the 
bride’s  health — eh  ? 

Sti.  Oh,  I shall  be  delighted  ! 

Mau.  A nice  roast  goose  for  supper — you’ll  swallow 
a mouthful  ? 
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SCENE  I.]  HOrER. 

Sti . [Aside,]  1*11  swallow  my  own  goose  red-hot  sooner. 
You  are  vastly  kind,  madam  [Aside,]  ; what’s  your  d — d 
name  ? 

Mau.  [Drawing  herself  up.]  Madame  Spokewhoppen  ! 
—Oh  ! how  my  ring  pinches  me. 

Sti.  [Aside.]  I wish  ’twould  pinch  off  her  wedding 
finger. 

Mau.  You’ll  join  us,  Mr.  S. 

Sti.  I’ll  put  on  my  holyday  coat,  and  be  with  you  im- 
mediately. 

Job.  [Taking  her  arm.]  Now,  duckey  ! 

Mau.  [Patting  his  cheek.]  Dear  Mr.  Spokewoppen  ! 
shall  we  have  a little  dance  while  the  cloth  is  laying? 

Job.  I3y  all  means,  darling— come,  friends,  come. 

[Music — Exit  into  the  Inn,  followed  by  Peasants , <5fc. 

Sti.  Sup  with  ’em!  I’d  sooner  sup  with  Beelzebub, 
and  be  compelled  to  gorge  my  own  shears,  point  down- 
wards : yet,  why  should  I not? — ’tis  unworthy  the  soul 
of  a tailor  to  be  cross-patched  this  way — I wdll  sup  w ith 
them,  and  prove,  by  my  appetite,  that  I’m  not  quite  so 
hurt  on  the  occasion  as  she  thinks.  I’ll  put  on  my  best 
doublet — my  scarlet  inexpressibles,  which  she  always 
admired — my  yellow  stockings — and — [Music.]  Dancing ! 
I can’t  endure  it — no — I courted  her  eight  years  with- 
out ever  coming  to  the  point,  and  my  tenderness  returns 
—I  can’t  stand  it,  I won’t  go.  [ Crosses , L. 

Mau.  [At  the  Inn  window , r.]  Mr.  S.,  wc  want  one  to 
make  up  the  set — are  you  a coming?  [Retires. 

Sti.  No,  I'm  a going.  [Crosses  R.  and  exit  into  the  cottage • 

Enter  Job  Spokewoppen,  from  the  Inn. 

Job.  My  little  wife  won’t  be  easy  without  the  company 
of  Mr.  S. — I must  let  her  have  her  own  way  to-day. 
[Knocking  at  Stitchback’s  door,  and  calling.]  Mr.  S. 

StitchbacK,  with  his  hat  on,  suddenly  opens  the  door  and  strikes 

Job's  nose  with  it — he  has  a stickt  bundle,  sUeve-boardt  fyc. 

Sti . What  now  ? — Ah  ! [Aside.]  I wish  I’d  killed  him. 

Job.  You’ve  nearly  put  my  nose  out  of  joint. 

Sti.  [Aside.]  That's  what  I will  do,  oue  of  these  days. 

Job.  Where  are  you  going  with  that  bundle  and  that 
•tick  ? 

Sti.  Just  where  I please. 

Job.  And  not  sup  with  me  and  Madame  Spokew’oppen  ? 

Sti.  D n Madame  Spokewroppen  ! 


16 


HOFER, 


[ACT  I. 

Job.  Malice!  Spite!  Infamy!  he  d ns  Madame 

Spokewoppen  ! — you  shall  answer  for  this,  sirrah — you 
shall  answer  for  this,  tailor ! 

Sti.  Well,  and  isn’t  an  honest  tailor  a better  man  than 
one  who  keeps  a wine-hut,  and  goes  cap  in  hand  to  the 
French  spies,  set  to  levy  taxes  and  enforce  conscriptions 
on  the  hard-w  orking  people  of  his  own  country  ? 

Job.  What  mean  you,  Mr.  Stitchback?  you  are  getting 
personal,  sir — political,  sir  ; I say  political ! — Your  jea- 
lousy of  me  leads  you  to  forgot  yourself — spies  ! you 
don’t  know  what  you’re  talking  about;  have  a care  I 
don’t  hang  you  up  in  a piece  of  your  own  tape. 

Sti.  You  sheer  off.  [Crossing  to  L , and  pushing  Job.] 
Stand  out  of  my  way. 

Job.  I’ll  call  in  the  police — I'll 

Sti.  Do,  that’s  your  trade  : informer! 

Job.  Job  himself  can’t  endure  this — rascal! 

Sti.  Oh  ! if  that’s  your  sport,  I’ll  baste  you — I will. 
[Mmic — They  collar  each  other — Stitchback  thi'oivs  Job  to  the 

ground. 

Enter  Maulette , followed  by  Peasants. 

Mau.  Help  ! murder  ! — Neighbours,  help  ! he’ll  kill 
my  husband  ! 

Sti.  [Standing  over  Job  with  his  shears.' ] I’ll  pulverize 
him  in  her  very  presence — I’ll  cut  him  to  shreds. 

J/au  ^ * nei5lll)0urs  • 

Enter  Andreas  Hofer,  over  the  bridge , simply  attired — 
Peasants , R.  and  L. 

Hof.  How  now,  good  neighbours  ? Wherefore 
wrangling  thus  ? 

Job . [Assisted  np  by  Maulette.]  Wrangling!  murdering, 
rather : your’s  has  the  reputation  of  a peacable,  respect- 
able inn,  I think  ? 

Hof.  Think ! who  dares  to  call  it  otherwise,  and  I 
its  landlord  ? 

Job.  Talking  of  calling,  take  notice  all,  that  tailor 
dared  to  call  me  a go-between  with  the  French  commis- 
sioners ! a harbourer  of  spies  ! a 

Hof.  What  is  this  I hear?  And  you,  too,  Job! 
Better  had  ye  both  never  have  been  born,  than  trifle 
with  affairs  so  dangerous.  Tyrolese,  why  divide  ye  on 
a subject  which  should  draw  ye  nearer  to  each  other? 


HOFER. 


SCENE  I.  ] 
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Be  friends,  be  friends : Heaven  only  can  tell  how 
speedily  ye  may  find  foes  enough  to  snatch  from  ye  the 
quietude — even  the  very  means  ye  now  so  calmly  might 
enjoy.  Who,  ho!  Marie!  wife  ! bring  forth  a flask  of 
the  old  wine  from  No.  7 — we’ll  drink  friendship  among 
ourselves,  and  prosperity  to  the  Tyrol. 

Sti.  Well,  Master  Hofer,  to  oblige  you,  so  tar  as  I can 
mend  the  matter,  why,  there.  [Embracing  Job — Aside."]  I 
could  singe  him  to  death,  the  scoundrel ! 

Job . [ Embracing .]  All's  forgotten.  [Aside,  over  the  other  s 
shoulder.]  A high  gallows,  and  speedily,  for  the  ruffian  ! 

Pea.  Won’t  you  take  the  wine  in  the  house  ? 

Hof.  No;  the  toast  is  a loyal  one,  and,  while  we 
drink  it>  ‘twill  be  pleasant  to  look  upon  our  green  hills 
— long  may  they  remain  the  scene  of  serenity,  and  last 
of  all  disturbed  by  civil  discord.  What,  ho  ! wife  1 the 
wine  there. 


j Enter  Marie,  with  wine,  followed  by  one  of  the  Peasant  Girls 
with  another  tray — Marie  gives  wine  to  Hofer , and  the  Girl 
to  Job . 


Hof.  Friendship  among  ourselves,  and  prosperity  to 
the  Tyrol ! [Hats  off,  and  flourish . 

Enter  Don  AY,  on  the  bridge. 

Don.  That’s  a noble  toast-»-it  sounds  like  sweet  music 
to  the  ear  of  Donay.  A bumper,  a bumper 

[Music. — Exeunt  all  the  Peasants,  with  Marie,  into  the  inn — 
Donay  comes  down , L. 

Hof.  (r.)  My  friend,  so  unlooked  for,  and  so  far 
from  your  own  home  ! what  news  ? 

Don.  The  worst  that  can  befall  Tyrol. 

Hof.  Be  cautious — speak  more  low. 

Don.  Why  should  oppression’s  name  be  lightly  ut- 
tered ? Our  plan  is  discovered • 

Hof.  Ah!  by  whom  ? 

Don.  Groff,  the  banker  at  Botzen,  too  deeply,  alas! 
entrusted  with  the  patriot  cause,  to  serve  his  own  hellish 
interest,  rather  than  redeem  his  enslaved  and  groaning 
country,  has  sold  the  secret  to  the  Bavarian  powers : all 
is  betrayed  : the  united  arms  of  France  and  Bavaria  are 
already  approaching  the  Brenner. 

Hof.  Never  with  life  shall  they  make  that  pass! — 
Our  Tyrolese  from  the  impending  heights  will  hurl  de- 
struction down.  But  art  thou  well  assured  ? 

D 3 
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[ACT  I. 

Don.  Too  well ! too  well ! Tyrol  hath  slept  too  long  ! 
NTow,  while  the  tyrant  is  himself  occupied  with  Russia, 
let  us  wake  from  our  recreant  slumber,  and  shout  aloud 
liberty  ! 

Hof.  Not  yet,  not  yet ! All  is  here  so  unconscious 
—so  unprepared.  Yet  must  we  not,  like  the  slumbering 
lamb,  lie  quietly  reposing  on  our  mountains,  till  the  san- 
guinary tigers  burst  suddenly  upon  us.  Our  brave  con- 
federates in  the  struggle,  Chaslebar  and  noble  Donay — 

Don . AH  are  in  readiness  : the  lion  of  insurrection 
waits  only  the  appointed  signal,  to  leap  avengingly  from 

his  den, /V  s unb-dJiid  JciRcn^rlt  ^ 

Hof.  The  signal! 

Don.  The  signal  agreed  upon  will  be  sawdust  cast 
on  the  waters  of  yon  stream,  and  repeated  on  the  waves 
of  the  river  Inn  ; it  will  speedily  apprise  all  Tyrol,  that 
the  blow  for  freedom  has  already  been  given. 

Hof.  It  is  time  that  we  prove  ourselves  men  : already 
the  oppressors  trample  on  us  like  dogs  : our  home  is  no 
longer  a sacred  refuge — our  laws — our  usages— our  an- 
cient rights— all  have  been  abused,  violated 

Don.  All,  all 

Hof.  I am  but  an  humble  innkeeper;  but  in  the  ser- 
vice of  his  native  land  the  name  of  patriot  glorifies  all 
ranks,  and  exalts  the  meanest  to  the  mightiest.  I cannot 
as  I w ould  assist  our  enterprise. for  I am  neither  rich  nor 
skilled  in  arts  of  war  ; but  I am  loved  and  honoured  in 
these  mountains  : my  father,  and  my  father’s  father, 
lived  and  died  here,  aged  and  respected — uever  did 
stain  blemish  their  honest  reputation.  The  name  of 
Hofer— that  name  alone  is  all  I have  to  offer — ’tis  full  of 
confidence  and  trust.  There's  not  a peasant,  nor  a chas- 
seur, nor  a Tyrolean,  amongst  the  hills  or  in  the  valley, 
but  w ould  respect  and  obey  its  dictates  even  unto  death. 

Don.  Tou’rt  right!  Therefore  art  thou  sought  to  aid 
in  this  deliverance  : the  patriots  know  and  treasure  well 
thine  influence.  Speak  thou  the  word  for  Austria  and 
ourselves,  and  Tyrol  shall  be  free. 

Hof  Presently,  presently  > first  let  me  think  how  best 
I may  about  it.  ^ . 

Enter  Marie,  from  the  inn . 

Doit.  Think  of  advancing  foes,  and  lose  not  thou  a 
moment.  [They  consult  apart,  L.  v.  e. 

Mar.  ^Advancing  down , R.]  Donay  still  here— I like 


HOFER. 
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not  that  man  : my  husband  knows  him  not,  though  friend- 
ship’s tie  unites  them.  That  bitter  smile  upon  his  cold 
features — why  does  it  chill  me  thus? 

Don.  Your  servant,  madam.  [Crosses  and  exit  into  the  inn . 

Mar.  [Coldly  to  Donay , us  he  goes  inj  Welcome.  Why, 
husband — why  thus  retired  1 Our  guests  sadly  lack  thy 
usual  mirth  and  fellowship — the  wine-cup,  by  thee  re- 
plenished, wears  a richer  flavour  ; the  welcome  of  thine 
eye  is  fuller  far  of  gladness  to  these  mountaineers,  than 
the  sparkle  of  the  foaming  flask 

IIoJ.  [ Abstrctedly .]  Marie,  where  is  our  son  ? 

Mar . This  morning  went  he  to  the  cottage  of  old 
Kreutzburg:  ’tis  the  man’s  birth-day — the  completion 
of  his  eightieth  year. 

Hof.  ’Tis  true — I had  forgot  me  ; the  good  old  man  ! 

Mar.  And  his  grand-daughter,  young  and  beautiful 
Josephine  ! Our  Elrick  loves  the  maiden  : oh,  it  will 
be  a happy  marriage,  and  I hope  soon. 

Hof.  [Mournfully.']  Perhaps  never! 

Mar.  Say’s t thou,  Andreas  ? 

Hof.  Nothing,  Marie,  nothing. 

■Mar . Nothing!  Oh,  Andreas!  is  it  nothing,  that  I 
read  trouble  on  thy  brow  ? Thou  art  not  accustomed  to 
speak  to  me  in  short  brief  words  : what  has  happened? 
I am  thy  wife — fear'st  thou  to  trust  me,  Andreas?  or 
hast  thou  yet  to  learn,  that  a wife  for  a husband,  or  a 
mother  for  her  child,  is  capable  of  as  much  endurance 
as  thou,  in  the  hallowed  cause  of  liberty  ! 

Hof.  Marie,  thou  knowest,  then  ? 

Mur  Yes,  my  Andreas  : the  mariner  watches  not  the 
varying  heavens  with  more  anxiety  than  I thy  looks; 
here  was  a blue  sky  once,  where  all  is  clouded  now- 
ray  after  ray,  I saw  the  brightness  disappear.  You  may 
deceive  others,  yourself,  but  not  me  ; I am  thy  wife — and 
I watch  not  with  mine  e\cs,  which  shed  but  woman’s 
tears,  but  with  mine  heart,  which  would  shed  tears  of 
blood  to  witness  thine  undoing  ! 

Hof.  My  own  dear  Marie,  what  hast  thou  learned,  and 
how  ? 

Mur.  This  I have  learned,  and  thus  : a patriot's  ardour 
burns  in  thy  soul’s  extreme  : skilfully  didst  thou  shadow 
its  lustre,  even  from  me  ; but  sleep  hath  no  chain  where- 
with to  bind  the  longue — and  when  I saw  thee  in  thy 
troubled  slumber  tossing  in  fevered  frenzy  on  thy  late 
tranquil  couch,  and  heard  thy  lips  devoutedly  pronounce 
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the  name  of  liberty — was  it  my  fault  that  I did  know 
thy  secret  ? 

Hof.  ’Tis  well  ordained  ! Now  waking,  as  asleep, 
must  that  word  be  sounded. 

Mar.  But  not  yet — oh,  not  yet!  It  has  been  my  anti- 
cipation— my  prayer — that  this  sea  of  misery,  which  I 
foresaw  ready  to  burst  upon  us,  might  suddenly  fall  back 
again,  and  leave  us  to  our  quiet,  quiet  rest. 

Hof.  No,  Marie  : the  eddies  of  that  insatiate  tide  al- 
ready have  shot  past  the  barrier  of  my  hope,  as  thine  ; 
and  if  in  one  unshrinking  phalanx  Tyroleans  rush  not 
boldly  forth,  to  stem  the  vast  encroaching  flood,  freedom 
herself  lies  drowned  here,  even  in  her  native  birth-place. 

[OoiStfS,  a. 

Mar.  But  thou 

Hof.  I am  a Tyrolean. 

Mar.  But  thou’lt  not  leave  me,  Andreas? 

Hof.  Leave  thee,  Marie  ? [ Red  fire , r.  n.  e. 

Mar.  Alas ! what  mean  yon  flames  ? See  how  they 
o’ertop  the  mountains ! 

Hof.  'Tis  in  the  direction  of  Kreutzberg’s  cottage. 

Mar.  My  son ! 

Elrick.  [ Without , R.  u.  e.]  Father! 

Hof.  Hark  ! I hear  his  voice 

Elr . Father ! 

Hof.  'Tis  he ! 

Mar.  Why  bodes  my  heart  some  new  calamity? 

Hof.  My  boy ! 

Music.— Enter  Elrick,  over  the  bridge , bearing  Josephine, 
senseless,— Don  ay  and  Peasants  all  return , and  range , R.und  L. 

Elr . Father,  help  me — I am  well  nigh  sinking. 

Mar.  Bear  her  in,  dear  Elrick,  I will  assist  you. 

[ Elrick  takes  her  into  the  inn , and  returns , c. — Marie  follows, 

Hof.  Now,  boy!  what  hath  happened?  whence  pro- 
ceed yon  flames? 

Elr.  Oh,  father!  Tis  a story  all  of  lorn — poor  old 
Kreutzberg’s  dead  ! 

Hof.  Dead  ! Speak  st  thou  of  violence? 

Elr.  Yes ! Listen,  neighbours  all  : you  know  that 
Kreutzberg,  though  with  age  infirm,  was  still  of  heart 
as  brave  as  in  his  youth — scorning  oppression,  he  defied 
the  agents  by  France  imposed  to  levy  on  our  people  those 
galling  taxes,  under  which  ye  groan.  Oft  to  the  old 
man,  in  his  loneliness,  they  came  with  threats,  but  he, 
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each  time  more  furious,  still  repelled  them.  This  morn, 
with  violence,  they  sought  his  dwelling,  seized  upon  his 
goods,  and,  reckless  of  his  silver  locks,  or  her  sad  cries, 
they  would  have  driven  him  from  his  cottage  forth — his 
birth-place,  and  endeared  by  eighty  summers  ; but  then 
the  old  man's  heart  waxed  warm,  and,  full  of  tears,  he 
lifted  up  his  withered  hands  for  pity — pity  they  had 
none,  but  smote  him  like  a hound — nature  burst  her 
trammels — rage  superhuman  filled  the  patriarch’s  breast 
— his  former  years,  bis  strength,  but  for  a moment,  re- 
turned with  every  energy — with  giant  grasp,  he  seized 
the  ruffian  who  had  dared  molest  him,  by  the  throat — he 
seized  him,  and  hurled  him  headlong  down  over  the 
steep  rocks  to  death  ! [Crosses,  l. 

Hof.  Amazement ! and  the  brave  old  man — »— 

Elr.  Like  blood-hounds,  in  a body  they  rushed  upon 

him,  and but  what  follows  is  too  horrible — enough, 

I found  him  weltering,  dashed  to  death — my  Josephine 
struggling  in  the  monster’s  arms — this  hand  became  her 
champion — she  is  safe,  by  me  preserved — the  villains 
tied  before  me,  and  Josephine  is  safe. 

Hof.  My  son,  worthy  of  Tyrol! 

Don.  Can  we  still  endure? 

All.  Revenge,  revenge  ! 

Hof.  No  : liberty  is  the  word  ! 

All.  Liberty! 

Don.  Now,  now  urge  them,  by  their  wrongs 

Hof.  I will,  but  first  I’ll  seek  our  murdered  patriarch; 
there’s  not  a father,  mother,  offspring,  of  this  valley,  but 
remembers  him  by  some  past  act  of  kindness  and  affec- 
tion. Come  to  Kreutzberg’s  cottage  : the  vulture  shall 
not  prey  upon  the  brave.  My  sons,  be  warned  by  me — 
freedom  or  a glorious  grave  ! 

[Music — he  rushes  over  the  bridge , followed  by  Donay  and 
four  Tyroleans. 

Enter  Mxkie,  from  the  inn. 

Mar.  My  son  ! 

Elr.  Mother,  how  fares  my  Josephine? 

Mar.  Better,  better — young  and  tender  flowers  revive 
speedily  after  the  storm;  but  thy  father,  boy — oh,  1 see 
a tempest  ready  to  burst  on  his  devoted  head  ! ’Twill 
crush  him  beyond  revival — blight  him  for  ever. 

Elr.  Nay,  mother,  calm  these  fears  ; the  laws  them- 
selves will  punish  Kreutzberg’s  death. 
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Mar.  We  have  no  laws  but  such  as  tyrants  frame,  to 
serve  a tyrant’s  purpose.  [Horn.]  What  new  disturb- 
ance ? 

Elr.  Some  fresh  insult:  I’ll  presently  go  summon  back 
my  father.  In,  dear  mother. 

[Eli*  into  the  inn , R.,  with  Mane— horn  heard  again — Pea- 
sants look  off,  L S.  E.y  and  point . 


Enter  Job  Spokewoppen,  from  the  inn , c 

Job . What  the  devil’s  that?  A most  inauspicious  sound 
on  the  morning  of  my  marriage. 

Enter  STITCIIBACK,  from  the  cottage , R. 

Sti.  I thought  I heard  a horn.  A9  I live,  Ditfurt  and 
a posse  of  Bavarians:  you’ll  get  your  fingers  burned 
here,  gentlemen,  I calculate. 

Job.  [Looking  off,  l.  s.  e ] We  shall  come  to  blows,  I’m 
thinking— a skirmish.  What  wilt  Madame  Spokewop- 
pen do  ? 

Sti.  (c.)  Never  fear  but  she  understands  blows — a3 
will  be  proved  to  your  cost  some  day— at  least,  I hope  so. 
[Drum  without , l.]  This  looks  like  an  attack — i’ll  in  and 
arm. 

Job.  He  runs  away — the  coward  ! 

Sti.  We  shall  see  who’ll  run  first.  I’ll  seek  my  wea- 
pons— a tailor  without  arms  is  nothing  but  a snip. 

[ Exit  into  the  cottage , R* 

Job.  I’ll  stay,  if  I dies  for  it — just  to  let  the  world 
know  who’s  the  better  man. 


Music..— Enter  Ditfurt,  sii  Bavarian  Soldiers,  and  a Drum - 
mer—the  I'prolese  stand  a little  back , R.,  with  *heir  hands  on 
their  knives. 

Dit.  You  of  the  conscription,  drawn  and  approved, 
follow,  or  expect  the  worst. 

Pea.  No,  no,  no  1 

Job.  [Taking  shelter  among  the  people.]  No,  we  don’t  mean 
to  serve ; so,  Mr.  Commissioner,  your  servant— he,  he, 
he’  [Mocking. 

Dit.  You,  Job  Spokewroppen,  are  yourself  a conscript, 
drawn  this  very  morning — fall  into  our  ranks  and  away. 

Job.  I — I a conscript? — law',  I can’t  go,  I’m  just 
married. 


SCENE  I.]  HOPEH. 


23 


^ (If jail  fetiflfi'JVi  8B  &OUZ  Hvd  8V#.Bl  00  STBfl  9 7#  ;f»lw 

Entei'  Maulette ,from  the  inn,  R. 

• no  as 

Afau.  He  ? oh,  dear,  no  ; my  poor  little  Job  ! I'm  his 
new  wife,  and  can’t  spare  him— can  I,  Job! 

Job.  Oh,  dear  ! — no,  indeed. 

DU.  Soldiers,  do  your  duty  ! to  the  arrest 
Pea.  Destruction  to  the  foremost  ! 

[The  Tyrolese  draw  their  knives • 

Dit . Soldiers,  present ! 

[Soldiers  present — Peasants  stand  on  the  defensive • 


Enter  Elrick,  R. 

Elr.  For  heaven’s  sake,  sir,  be  not  thus  desperate. 
[To  the  people.}  Patience  ! patience.! 

Dit.  Will  they  submit? 

Pea.  Never,  never  ! .sialuolc 6 I ^nornoiinog 

Dit.  Arrest  or  death. 

[Music. — The  Peasants  and  Bavarians  Jight  off,  I..  s.  E. — Elrick 
seizes  Dit/ art's  sword , and  struggles  off  with  him , L.—~ths 
women  group.  K. — the  Drummer  attach  Jobyand  knocks  him 
bu  Stitchback’s  door 

sail  fciooi  sidT  f.j  9bioi\&u  wuvdl 


Enter  Maulette,  r. 


Man.  Oh,  dear!  oh,  dear!  they're  going  to  kill  rny 
little  Job — who’ll  save  him  ? 

Enter  Stitch  back — lie  knocks  the  Drummer  down  with  hit 
slceveboard,  takes  his  drum  from  him,  and  burns  him  with 
his  hot  goose — the  Drummer  jumps  up  and  runs  off,  L. 


Stu  A noble  enemy  saves  a fallen  foe ; ’tis 

a moment  of  generous  revenge — record  it,  guardian  saint 
of  tailors,  in  your  pattern-book  for  Sunday  suits — Mau- 
lette, 'tis  I restores  your  husband. 

[ Puts  Job  across  to  Maulette • 

Job.  Never  shall  I overlook  that  there  obligation. 

Man.  My  sensibility  can’t  support  it — the  generous 
kreter  ! — what  a jewel  has  I lost — oh  ! 

[Euirtfs  in  Job's  arms . 

Job.  'Tis  too  much  for  her  nerves. 

Sti.  Away  with  her,  her  tears  again  unman  me ; away, 
kway,  lest  I become  again  a tailor. 

[Shout  — Job  supwrts  Maulette  into  the  Inn — Music* 
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Enter  El  rick  and  Tyroleans,  l.,  Marie  and  Josephine 
from  the  Inn , R.  S.  E. 

Elr.  They  have  fled,  mother — Josephine— Victory  ! 
Victory  ! [Shout. 

Enter  Hofer,  on  the  bridge. 

Hof.  Silence  ! respect  the  dead. 

[He  comes  down  and  joins  Marie . 

Re-enter  Don  AY,  followed  by  Tyroleans — the  four  Tyroleans 

bring  the  dead  body  over  the  bridge  and  place  it  on  the  ground, 

C. — Peasants  hang  their  heads. 

Mar.  Hofer,  speak  ! 

Hof.  Yes,  Tyroleans,  ’tis  the  time  to  speak,  when  the 
blood  of  our  fathers  and  the  tears  of  our  orphans  demand, 
as  now,  both  vengeance  and  redress.  Look  on  that 
piteous  sight,  such  as  Tyrol  hath  not  for  many  a }ear 
beheld  ; yet  this  scene,  so  bloody,  so  appalling  to  your 
senses,  comes  but  the  first  of  many,  still  more  bloody,  if 
longer  we  forget  that  we  are  men.  A re  we  not  husbands  ? 
are  we  not  fathers  ? have  we  not  hearts,  and  brave  ones, 
as  our  foes?  Let  us  not  be  slaves  ; this  country  is  our 
mother — a viper  stings  her  bosom,  let  us  seize  and 
strangle  it. 

All.  Tyrol  shall  be  free  ! 

Don.  Name  a leader  ! 

All.  Hofer!  Hofer! 

Hof.  No,  my  good  friends  ! say,  rather,  the  brave 
Donay.  Dold  he  is,  and  skilled  in  war’s  devices — I 
know  him  well,  a patriot  to  the  death — I’ve  known  him 
from  his  boyhood,  most  courageous : shout  with  me, 
Don  ay  I 

All.  No,  no!  Hofer,  Hofer! 

Don.  [Aside.]  Why  not  Donay  ? 

Hof.  Together  firmly  will  we  direct;  and  only  firmly 
thus,  all  hearts  united,  can  save  Tyrol. 

All.  Liberty  ! liberty  ! 

Hof.  Yes,  from  peak  to  valley  let  echo  bear  the  sound : 
wake  the  clarion  ; light  the  beacon-fires  ; and  see,  from 
hill  to  hill— [Points  off,  l.] — the  signal  of  deliverance. 
[Small  lights  appear  on  the  summit  of  the  hills.]  Freedom  is 
amongst  us  ! like  our  guardian  angel,  from  height  to 
height  she  wings  her  chainless  course,  and  speaks 
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around  in  characters  of  fire.  Tyrol,  my  native  clime  ! 
thou  shalt  be  free  ! Swear  all,  swear  solemnly  ! swear, 
Tyroleans,  here,  over  the  corse  of  this  your  earliest  mar- 
tyr, yourselves  to  fall,  all  martyrs  in  that  cause  which 
gives  to  him  [Points  to  the  corse .]  eternity  of  glory,  or  win 
eternal  freedom  for  Tyrol! 

[Music — The  Tyroleans  raise  their  hands  to  heaven , take  off 
their  hats , and  point  to  the  corse — they  then  draw  their 
knives  and  kneel  over  it  with  their  hands  raised . 

END  OF  ACT  I. 


ACT  II. 

SCENE  I. — Interior  of  Hofer’s  Inn — a low  fire  and  settle 

by  it , R.  S.  E. — window  and  door  in  the  flat — a side- door 9 

L.  s.  e. — Music . 

Elkick  discovered,  cleaning  his  rifle. 

Elr.  When  my  father  gave  me  this  rifle,  I had  just 
signalized  myself  in  the  chase  : boy,  exclaimed  my 
father,  proudly,  such  be  thine  aim  one  day  against  the 
enemies  of  thy  groaning  country. 

Enter  Marie,  at  the  door , L.  S.  E.,  listening. 

Elr . Yet  hath  he  gone  forth,  alone,  to  win  him  death- 
less fame,  and  leaves  me  here  to  lead  a peasant’s  life — 
a mere  hound,  that  sleeps  ignobly  on  the  hearth,  while 
his  more  enterprising,  more  happy,  brave  companions 
pursue  the  deer  and  bring  the  conquest  home. 

Mar . No,  my  loved  son,  no  recreant  hound  art  thou, 
but  the  true  mastifF,  whose  intrinsic  valour  protects  the 
home  still  dearest  to  his  lord.  How  long  is’t  now  since 
thy  father  left  us  ? 

Elr . Three  weeks,  to-morrow 

Mur.  And  in  that  little  space,  how  much  regret,  how 
much  anxiety  ? 

Elr.  How  much  of  glory  may  be  purchased,  mother! 

Mar.  Hush  thee,  my  son;  leave  thoughts  like  these 
to  older  heads  than  thine.  Oh  ! be  thy  day-dreams,  boy, 
of  gayer  hours,  even  for  thy  mother’s  sake — even  for  her 
sake,  Elrick,  thy  Josephine,  who,  like  a flower  uncon- 
scious of  the  winter,  seeks  in  thy  love  a blue  and  endless 
summer;  sbe  is  here,  Elrick.  Away  with  every  thought 
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tut  that  which  hope  inspires,  and  brings  us  back  again 
the  good  old  goue-by  days. 

Enter  Josephine,  r. 

Jos . Elrick,  which  of  us  two  looks  now  the  more  me- 
lancholy ? why,  you  have  laughed  away  the  tears  from 
my  eyes,  and  taught  my  lips  how  to  resume  their  smiles; 
yet  suddenly  you  yourself  have  become  more  serious  than 
a monk  at  the  confessional — what’s  the  matter,  Elrick, 
have  I olfended  ? 

Elr.  You,  dear  Josephine?  oh,  no,  impossible  ! I was 
thinking  of  my  father’s  absence ; but  you  are  here,  and 
I forget  everything. 

Jos.  Except  how  to  flatter. 

Mar.  [ Looking  through  the  window , L.j  Hark ! sure  I 
heard  the  trampling  of  many  feet. 

Eh\  [At  the  door,  c.  f.]  Yes,  a band  of  Tyroleans;  they 
support  hither  a wounded  man. 

Mar.  'Tis  Donay  ! 

Elr.  Yes,  you  are  right,  mother,  ’tis  he. 

Enter  Tyroleans , supporting  DoNAY. 

Mar.  [Assisting  to  place  him  on  the  settle.']  Donay  ! and 
wounded  ? 

Don.  Even  so ; I was  on  my  way  to  lead  a band  of 
newly-assembled  patriots  towards  the  Brenner ; my  horse, 
on  entering  your  village,  stumbled; — I am  incapable,  for 
the  present,  of  proceeding  ; in  the  meantime,  I have  des- 
patches which  must  instantly  be  forwarded  to  head- 
quarters, to  Hofer — a courier,  ere  now  past  Neiderdorf, 
expects  them — where  shall  I find  a messenger  by  whom 
to  forward  them  ? 

Mar.  I know  not. 

Elr.  Here,  in  the  son  of  Hofer. 

Jos.  Elrick? — No! 

Don.  Heroic  boy  ! w or  thy  of  thy  father;  I expected 
this  of  thee. 

Elr.  Give  me  the  packet,  I’ll  at  once  away. 

Don.  [ Giving  if.]  'Tis  here ; my  steed  is  at  the  door, 
mount  and  begone. 

Mar.  Stay,  stay  ! the  moment  is  too  sudden — is  there 
not  danger  ? 

Don.  None. 

Jos.  Elrick,  go  not ; without  thee  I fear  to  tarry. 

Elr.  Heaven  and  my  mother  still  are  with  thee.  Not 
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to  go,  Josephine,  were  to  prove  myself  unworthy  thy 
esteem,  unworthy  the  name  of  Holer  : I must  go,  Jose- 
phine ; I could  not  look  thee  in  the  face— 1 could  not, 
would  not  live  and  be  deemed  a coward — no,  no,  no  ! to 
horse  at  once  and  swift  return. 

[Exit,  D.  F. — Marie  and  Josephine  follow. 

Don.  [ Rises  and  smiles. ] ’Tis  well  contrived — he  falls 
into  the  snare,  and  she  is  now  defenceless.  [ Looking 
through  the  window .]  He  rides  away— he  goes,  but  never 
may  return. 

Re-enter  Marie,  d.  f. 

Mar.  [Advancing  down , c.]  Pardon  me,  sir— the  hostess 
in  the  mother  pray  excuse  : what  refreshment  shall  I 
bring  you  ? — are  you  much  hurt? 

Don . No,  wonderfully  recovered. 

Mar.  What  of  my  husband?  Speak,  is  he  in  health? 
will  he  soon  be  here? 

Don.  A hero  cannot  well  command  his  time. 

Enter  Josephine,  hastily,  D.  f. 

Jos.  Oh,  mother  ! mother! 

Mar.  What  alarms  thee,  child? 

Jos.  Armed  men  surround  the  inn — they  are  not  Tyro- 
leans. J 

Mar.  Who  are  those  men  ? 

Don.  [Coldly.]  Bavarians. 

Mar.  Our  enemies ! — A dreadful  meaning  settles  in 
thy  looks. 

Don . It  means — thou  art  a prisoner. 

Mar.  I ! — and  my  son  ? 

Don.  To  evade  the  stormy  passions  of  his  youth,  for- 
ward I sent  him  on  a false  commission — ere  now,  he  is, 
like  thee,  Bavaria’s  captive. 

Mar.  [Crowing  to  r.]  And  thou — thou  hast  betrayed  us. 
Oh,  my  husband,  how  often  have  I warned  thee  against 
this  vulture  that  preys  upon  the  too  defenceless  dove  ; 
I’d  call  thee  eagle,  but  that  savage  bird  fears  not  to 
gaze  upon  the  heavenly  sun;  but  thou,  look  thou  ever 
downwards,  deep  as  hell.  Vengeance  blight  thee!  a 
mother’s  curse  o’ertake  thee  ! 

Don.  Thou  yet  mayst  add,  a mother’s  malediction. 

Mar.  Demon  ! 

Don.  Retire  to  your  chamber,  take  all  rest ; ere  day- 
break we  set  forth. 
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Mar . Quit  my  home  ? 

Don.  The  power  I serve  insists  on  such  conditions ; 
before  the  sun  is  up,  we  quit  the  village. 

Mar.  Kill  us  ! Murder  us  on  our  native  hearth  ! — that 
hearth  where  thou,  thou  in  hospitable  hour,  hast  seen  us 
all  so  tranquil. 

Don . Good  night,  madam  ! I but  do  my  duty. 

Mar . [Retiring  up  to  the  settle.]  Duty!  monster?  Ah! 
[Struck  by  an  idea. J Heaven  inspires  the  thought ! — be 
firm,  Josephine — my  son  ! my  husband  ! — Yes,  I — Jose- 
phine, to  our  chamber — yes,  yes.  [To  Donay , bitterly.] 
Good  night.  [Retiring  with  Josephine.]  Flame,  flame,  ye 
rafters!  Softly,  softly!  yon  flickering  lamp  invites  my 
desperate  hand  ; flame  then,  ye  rafters,  till  your  crack- 
ling timbers  fall  in  the  ruin  of  your  former  peace. 

[Exeunt  with  Josephine,  at  the  door,  L.  s.  E. 

Don.  What  avails  the  fury  ? Hofer,  by  mighty  Frauce 
overwhelmed,  soon  or  late  must  perish;  mine,  then,  be 
the  gains.  From  our  boyhood  he  was  ever  paramount; 
even  in  these  battles  he  became  a conqueror,  I a prisoner  ; 
freedom,  and  rank,  and  gold,  my  victors  proffered;  what 
could  I else  but  sacrifice  my  friendship?  Live,  then, 
Donay — Hofer,  thou  art  lost ! — my  limbs  grow  weary, 
I’ll  to  rest — to  rest?  yes — why  not?  have  I done  more 
than  every  day  is  done?  What  sordid  minister  sells  not 
now  his  friend  for  how  much  less  than  life,  or  even  free- 
dom ? [Falls  to  sleep  on  the  settle , R. 

Re-enter  Marie  and  Josephine,  at  the  doort  l.  s.  e.,  closing 
it  aj'ter  them. 

Mar.  'Tis  accomplished;  soon  the  red  fire  shall  burst 
above  our  heads,  and  the  wife  of  Hofer,  with  a Phoenix 
triumph,  spring  from  the  ashes  of  her  ancient  dwelling 
— help,  help  ! 

[Music — Red  fire  is  seen  in  the  room , L.  s.  E. — Marie  and 
Josephine  hide  behind  the  settle * 

Don.  [Rising.]  That  cry — the  chamber  of  Marie  in 
flames  ! I must  not  lose  my  victim — soldiers,  advance, 
follow  ! 

Enter  Two  Soldiers,  D.  F.,  and  follow  Donay  into  the  chamber , 

L.  s.  E.  — Marie  rushes  forward,  bars  the  door  after  them , and 

hurries  Josephine  off,  D.  F. 
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SCENE  II. — A Cottage,  R.  u.  e amongst  the  Mountains 

— a Sign  in  front , on  which  are  the  words,  u Tyrol 

Arms’'— a Hovel , L.  u.  e.,  with  a chair  to  the  door — a 

table  near  the  shed . 

Enter,  from  the  Cottage,  R.U.  E.,  Job  SPOKEWOPPEN  and 
Maulette,  wratigling. 

Job,  (r.)  Since  three  weeks  we  have  been  man  and 
wife,  you've  done  nothing  but  grumble. 

Mau . Well,  and  what  have  you  done?  Nothing  but 
ldget  and  show  off  jealous  airs — ugh  ! 

Job.  Jealous  ! well  I may  be:  there's  Stitchback,  the 
tailor,  always  making  my  house  his  head  quarters ; and 
now  he's  a drummer,  he's  as  audacious  as  you  please  ! — - 
iny  house  is  not  his  house  ! my  wife  is  not  his  wife! 

Mau.  Base  insinuation  ! — oh,  my  nerves  ! Ha ! [ Drum 
heard,  L.  s.  E.]  That’s  Stitchback. 

Job.  Ah  I no  sooner  does  he  brace  that  infernal  drum 
than  you  brace  your  nerves  ; that  fellow’s  invulnerable, 
nobody  shoots  him,  nobody  takes  him  prisoner. 

A Cry  without,  L.  Hofer!  Hofer? 

Mau.  [Looking  off,  L.  s.  e.]  Here  comes  the  general, 
and  if  you  only  looks  a cross  word,  see  if  I don't  let 
him  into  a few  of  your  abominable  practices — you  little 
fright,  you  ! 

Job.  [ Aside .]  Here's  a precious  wife,  worse  than  the 
one  I ran  away  from  five  years  ago. 

Mau.  It  is  Stitchback. 

Music. — Enter  Hofer,  Howayr,  Stitchback,  with  a 
drum , and  Tyroleans,  L.  s.  E. 

Hof.  (l.)  Good  morning,  friend  Job  ; what's  the  dif- 
ference between  you  and  your  wife  ? jangling  so  soon 
after  marriage — that’s  not  well. 

Job.  Why,  you  see,  general,  Maulette  is  over  thought- 
less ; and,  to  say  the  truth  on’t,  I’m  a — a — a 

Hof.  I comprehend  ; but  come,  friend  Job,  give  us 
some  of  your  best  wine  and  make  us  welcome  ; we  may 
not  soon  meet  again. 

[Seats  himself  at  the  table,  L.  s.  E.,  and  sends  out  despatches. 

Job.  (c.)  I hope  not,  if  he  is  to  come  with  you — the 
very  best  in  my  cellar  is — [To  Maulette , who  is  kissing  her 
hand  to  Stitchback.']  Go  and  bring  the  general  Some  wine, 
do;  there,  go  along.  [Exit  Maulette  into  the  cottage,  R.  U.  E., 
grumbling .]  Your  servant,  Mr.  Stitchback,  your  servant# 
C 3 
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Sti.  Ah  ! neighbour  Job,  why  you  look  as  blue  as  in- 
digo, and  as  stiff  as  a piece  of  old  buckram  ; is  this  the 
way  to  w elcome  a disinterested  acquaintance  after  he  has 
nearly  been  sewn  up  in  the  mountains,  and  received  as 
many  bullet-holes  through  his  doublet  as  would  take  the 
best  tailor  in  Tyrol  to  finedraw  in  a week. 

Re-enter  Maulette,  from  the  cottage , R.  v.  e.,  with  wine  and 
horns — she  serves  Hofer’s  table . 

Job . fTis  fortunate  these  bullets  passed  through  your 
doublet — there’s  your  trophies ! [Holds  his  doublet  up. 

Sti.  And  not  through  my  body ; I perceive  you  are 
delighted. 

Job . [Groans.]  Oh,  yes  ! 

Man.  [Coming  down , c.]  You  appear  quite  faint,  Mr. 
Stitchback. 

Sti.  Ah,  Madame  Spokewoppen  ! you  know  the  worth 
of  an  old  acquaintance.  [Turnhig  to  Job.']  Won’t  you  take 
a horn  also,  neighbour  ?— come,  let’s  have  a couple  of 
horns  together. 

Matt.  Yes,  do,  and  I’ll  supply  them. 

Job.  Oh,  no  doubt;  well,  no  animosity, Tyrol  for  ever ! 

[A  distant  shout  heard— -Job  retires  into  the  cottage , R.  u.  E. 

Horn.  [Looking  off , l.]  In  the  valley  I see  flashes  of  lire 
—a  body  of  the  enemy  attack  a party  of  Tyrolese. 

Hof.  To  arms  ! to  arms  ! Tyroleans,  to  the  heights— 
caution ! 

[ Distant  shout  repeated — Music— exeunt  Tyroleans  cautiously, 
l„,  led  by  llojer. 

Job.  [From  the  cottage , K.  u.  E.]  Are  they  all  gone, 
Maulette  ? 

Mau.  Yes ; not  a soul  but  ourselves,  not  even  poor  Mr. 
Stitchback — hadn’t  we  better  run  after  them. 

Job.  After  them — after  him,  you  mean ; see,  some 
Bavarians  are  already  ascending  the  hills,  led  on  by 
Lieutenant  Ditfurt. 

M an.  Mercy  on  us,  and  wre  the  keepers  of  the  Tyrol 
Arms  ! we  shall  be  murdered  to  a certainty. 

Job.  Never  you  fear  that,  I’ll  do  something. 

Mau.  Why,  what  should  a poor  little  kreter,  like 
you,  do  ? 

Job.  What?  turn  my  coat,  better  than  ever  that  tailor 
did — see,  Maulette. 

f Turns  the  sign,  on  the  back  of  which  is  written  “ FRENCH 

L Arms.”  '* 
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Mau.  What  a clever  idea. 

Job . Oh  ! I’m  a deep  one,  though  you  don’t  think  so ; 
now  to  change  my  cockade.  [He  retires  into  the  cottage . 

Mau,  [Advancing  and  looking  off,  r.]  Why,  who  is  this  ? 

Enter  Marie  and  Josephine,  hastily , in  cloahsf  R. 

Mar . We  are  pursued,  save  us. 

Mau.  That  voice  ! — the  saints  defend  me  ! — Madame 
Hofer ! 

Mar.  Yes,  Maulette : on  my  way  to  join  my  husband 
here  at  this  post,  an  intervening  party  of  the  enemy— 
[A  shout  heard , l.]  All,  wp  are  lost ! 

Mau.  No,  no  ! the  moment  is  full  of  peril — into  the 
house — no — my  husband  would  betray  you — ah  ! this 
hovel — quick,  quick  l I’ll  die  eve  they  shall  enter  here. 

[Axeunt  Marie  and  Josephine  into  the  hovel.  L.  0.  E. — Mau • 
lette,  catching  sight  of  Job,  places  her  bach  hastily  against 
{he  door. 

Re-enter  Jor  from  the  cottage , R.  U.  E. 

Job.  [ Suspiciously .]  What  are  you  about  there,  Mau- 
lette  ? 

Mau.  Merely  shutting  the  door ; the  eggs  are  in  this 
shed,  you  wouldn’t  like  to  have  them  broken. 

Job.  Ah!  there’s  a careful  wife.  [A  shout  heard.]  Here 
they  come — huzza  ! France  and  Bavaria  for  ever. 

Enter  LIEUTENANT  DitfURT,  and  Two  Bavarians , L.  S.  E. 

Dit.  Still  they  retreat:  this  shall  become  our  post  for 
a short  time  ; fellow,  give  us  the  best  your  inn  affords. 

Job.  (r.)  In  truth,  your  generalship,  it  is  but  little  the 
hungry  Tyrolese  have  left  us — the  cormorants  ! just  as 
you  arrived,  they  were  going  to  hang  me  and  shoot  my 
wife,  because  I had  the  temerity  to  put  up  the  French 
Arms  for  my  sign.  [ Winking  at  Maulette . 

Mau.  (l.)  What  a thumper ! the  little  traitorous  wretch  ! 

Dit.  Brave  fellow  ! the  Emperor  Napoleon  pays  well 
men  of  your  fidelity  aud  courage,  there's  gold.  [ Giving 
a purse.]  Give  us  what  wine  you  have. 

Job.  Willingly;  I require  no  reward,  but  I’m  a poor 
man,  and  times  are  hard.  [ Exit  into  the  cottage , R.  u.  e. 

Voices  without . A prisoner  ! 

Enter  Elrick,  hurried  in  by  Two  Bavarians , r. — the  other  ttg9 

Soldiers  cross , R. 

Elr.  Release  me,  I am  a free  man. 
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Dit.  What  is  your  name  ? 

Elr.  That  is  a secret. 

Dit . Ah  ! whence  came  you  1 

Elr.  I am  a native  of  St.  Leonard’s. 

Dit.  Indeed  ! what  is  your  errand  among  these  moun- 
tains— is  that  a secret,  also  ? 

Elr . Yes,  one  that  I will  die,  ere  I disclose. 

Dit . We  shall  see — you’re  a spy,  and  must  instantly  be 
shot — to  death  with  him.  [A  cry  is  heard , L. 

Re-enter  Marie  and  Josephine,  from  the  hovely  and  rush 
down , c. 

Mar.  El  rick  ! mercy  ! he  is  my  son. 

Jos.  El  rick  ! 

Elr.  Mother!  Josephine!  [They  embrace. 

Mar.  Alas,  alas  ! we  have  been  betrayed. 

Dit . She  calls  him  son.  [To  Maulette .]  What  is  her 
name  ? 

Mau.  (r.)  Her  name — her  name — I — oh  ! ay — her 
name  is — oh,  dear — yes,  that’s  it. 

Dit.  Woman,  beware  this  equivocation. 

Enter  Jon  from  the  cottage,  with  a jug  of  wine — he  puts  it  on  the 
table,  and  comes  down , R. 

Job.  As  I live,  ’tis  Madame  Hofer  and  her  son. 

Dit.  Ah,  Hofer ! this  is  fortunate ; they  shall  be 
guarded  strictly — but  this  woman—  [Pointing  to  Mu ulctie.] 
this  woman  is  in  their  interest,  .she  also  must  be  secured 
— you  are  her  husband,  I think  ? 

Job.  I,  bless  your  honour,  I know  nothing  about  that 
person — who  are  you,  young  woman  ? what  are  you 
doing  here  ? 

Mau.  Why*  you  ugly  good-for-nothing,  I’ll  tell  all 
about  the  sign. 

Job.  Oh,  dear! — I 

Dit.  Forward  with  the  prisoners 

Job.  Forward  with  the  prisoners. 

[Music — Exeunt  Elrick,  Marie,  Josephine,  and  Maulette  y R., 
guarded. 

Job.  I’ve  lost  my  wife,  but  I’ve  saved  my  precious 
neck. 

A Voice  without.  A prisoner  ! 

Job.  [Looking  off , l.  s.  e.]  It’s  the  drummer,  I declare. 
Enter  Two  Bavarian  Soldiers,  bringing  on  STITCHBACK,  L.  S.  E. 

Sti.  Indeed,  gentlemen,  I’m  nothing  but  a tailor. 
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Job.  Indeed,  gentlemen,  he's  the  greatest  rascal  in  the 
district,  a notorious  spy. 

Dit.  Shoot  him  ! 

Sti.  Shoot  me  ? here’s  a pretty  measure  to  take — shoot 
me  ! — I can’t  make  up  my  mind  to  it,  I’ll  be  shot  if  I can 
— oh  ! [A  shout  heard  without , L. 

Dit.  Ah  ! the  Tyrolese,  directed  by  Hofer,  are  on  the 
heights  ; we  are  deceived  into  security  ; their  drum 
sounded  a false  retreat.  [To  Job.]  That  knave  be  your 
prisoner  till  the  skirmish  is  over — arm,  arm  ! 

[The  Bavarians  put  Stitchback  into  the  hovel , and  follow 
Lieutenant  Diifurt  off,  L.  s.  E. 

Job.  Stitchback  is  my  prisoner,  he  shall  swing  for  it 
to  a certainty,  ha,  ha  ! [A  shout , L.]  Oh,  dear!  the  Tyro- 
lese gain  the  day,  I must  turn  my  sign. 

Sti.  [Calling  through  a small  grating  in  the  hovel.]  Will 
you  unsew  me  ? let  me  out.  [Seeing  Job  turn  his  sign  to 
Tyrol  Arms.]  Oh,  oh  ! Mr.  Job,  them’s  your  politics,  is 
they  ? I’ll  be  a patch  upon  you,  presently. 

[Exit  Job  into  the  cottage , R.  U*  E« 

A shout — Enter  Ho M AYR  and  Tyroleans,  L. 

Horn.  The  enemy  have  fled  in  all  directions  ; victo- 
rious Hofer  leads  the  way  to  Innsbrook — come  on  ! 

Re-enter  Job,  from  the  cottage,  R.  U.  E. 

Job.  Before  you  go,  general,  pray  think  of  a poor  pa- 
triotic publican — Tyrol  for  ever  ! 

Horn.  Your  accommodation  shall  be  paid  for,  your  zeal 
and  patriotism  rewarded.  [The  Tyroleans  force  the  hovel. 

Re-enter  Stitchback. 

Sti . Patriotism  ! yes,  general,  look  here  ; it  shall  be 
rewarded  with  the  halter  he  intended  for  me — talk  of  a 
tailor  being  a turncoat — look  here,  general,  look  here! 

[Turns  the  sign  to  French  Arms. 

Job.  [Falling  on  his  knees,  r.]  Oh,  mercy  ! consider  the 
times — greater  men  than  I change  their  sentiments  every 
day — France  for  ever! — no,  no,  I mean  Tyrol. 

Horn.  Put  a halter  about  his  neck,  and  drum  the 
scoundrel  across  the  heights. 

Sti.  To  the  nearest  horsepond — I’ll  do  it,  your  honour 
—hang  a tailor,  will  he  ? likely. 

[They  put  a halter  round  Job1 8 neck. 

Horn.  March  forward,  to  Innsbrook. 

[Music — Exeunt  r. — Job  is  drummed  out  by  Stitchback « 
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SCENE  III. — A Street  in  Innspruck, 

Eiiter  Madame  Roijgegorge,  l.,  a havresack,  lemonade  ma- 
chine, pistol , fyc.  in  havresack — high  French  cap  and  wooden 
shoes — shouts  at  the  opening  of  the  scene . 

Mad . R.  Avancey,  ah  ! de  mau raise  canaille — turn 
yourselves  all  ovave  again ; 'tis  I,  Madame  Rougegorge,vat 
follow  de  grand  army  ail  de  way  from  France  to  protect 
your  ville  of  Innspruck  ; de  great  Napoleon  send  me  to 
tight  for  you,  and  now  you  run  away  and  leave  me  to 
lose  de  battaile,  you  very  much  large  coward*  Courage, 
courage  ! mes  enfans,and  it  is  not  (lis  Mounsieur  Hofair 
vat  s 11  conquair  ; no,  my  frient,  it  is  de  Bavarian  and  de 
French  as  shall  make  him  look  so  little  as  de  large 
mouse  ; it  is  von  superbe  blow-up  I vill  give  to  de  grand 
rue,  and  senda  every  vone  kicking  to  le  diable,  soon  as 
vat  I vill  see  you  take  yourselves  prisonair. 

[Shout — exit , R. 

SCENE  IV. — The  Market-Place  of  Innspruck . 

Hofer,  Homayr,  Chastelar,  Haspinger,  Tyroleans , 
Austrians , Peasants , male  and  female,  discovered-— the  banner 
of  Maximilian  waves  over  Hofer’s  head. 

Hof.  Brother  soldiers,  Austrians,  Tyroleans,  patriots! 
behold  yourselves  the  conquerors  of  Innspruck.  Liberty 
shakes  off  her  galling  chains,  and  smiles  again  like  a 
ransomed  slave — you  are  free  ! the  eagle  of  the  tyrant 
lies  beneath  our  feet,  and  o’er  our  heads  waves  proudly 
once  again  the  banner  of  Maximilian  ! Now  to  offer  in 
the  church  more  serious  thanks  to  him  who  won  alone 
this  glorious  day — on,  Tyroleans,  on  ! [Gomg. 

Enter  a Tyrolean  with  a letter , L. 

Tyr.  A letter. 

Hof.  Not  now — an  hour  hence. 

Tyr.  ’Tis  from  your  wife. 

Hof.  My  wife  ! — alas,  that  word  recalls  a thousand 
thoughts  these  scenes  have  rendered  silent — pardon, 
Marie  ! 

Horn.  Who  brought  it,  soldier? 

Tyr.  One  from  the  mountains. 

Hof.  \f  Vho  has  read  the  letter. ] Great  heaven  ! my  wife, 
my  son,  captured  by  the  retreating  enemy  ; if  I surrender 
not  myself  within  two  hours  at  the  bridge  of  Isel,  my 
wife  and  sou  to  be — massacred  ! inhuman  !—  read,  read. 
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Has.  Pursue  ! 

Horn.  Exterminate  ! 

Hof.  My  wife  ! my  Elrick  ! lost! — I — ah,  the  bridge 
of  Isel  — heaven,  the  thought  is  thine — yes,  on  the  bridge 
of  Isel,  within  two  hours  at  farthest,  there  shall  Holer 
be,  if  they  will  have  it  so  ; yes,  there,  a prisoner  shall 
Hofer  be— fly,  begone  ! [ Exit  Tyrolean , l.]  Tyroleans, 
husbands,  fathers  ! this  enterprise  alone  be  ours — follow 
me  to  the  bridge  of  Isel,  to  the  heights  ! My  wife,  my 
son  ! to  shield  ye  from  destruction  or  to  share  your  grave. 

[ Exeunt , L. 

SCENE  V. — A Street , the  same  as  Scene  III . 
Shouts — Enter  Madame  Rougegorge,  defending  Stitch- 
back  from  two  Bavarian  Soldiers , R. 

Mad.  R.  Ah  ! wretch,  cowards,  kill  von  single  man, 
who  is  only  a little  drummair  boy — it  is  not  de  vay  of 
my  grand  empereur. 

Sti.  The  rascals  ! — oh,  dear  ! oh,  dear  ! I’m  afraid 
they  have  broken 

Mad.  R.  What? — your  tete — eh  ? 

Sti.  No,  my  best  drumstick. 

Mad.  R.  Never  mind,  I sail  captivate  you — I sail 
make  of  you  my  prisonair — ah,  ah  ! 

Sti . Your  prisoner  ! 1 the  prisoner  of  an  old  woman  1 
Well,  show  me  the  woman  that  has  not  captivated  a man 
before  now,  or  the  man  that  hasn’t  surrendered  at  discre- 
tion to  an  interesting  female? 

Mad.  R.  Vat  dat  you  say  ?— ugh  ! 

Sti.  I say,  marm,  you’re  a perfect  gentleman. 

Mad.  R.  1 save  your  life,  remembair. 

Sti.  I’ll  mend  for  all  your  family  for  nothing. 

Mad.  R.  I tell  you  how  you  sew  your  gratitude. 

Sti.  Sew  ! she  knows  I’m  a tailor. 

Mad.  R.  I haf  come  all  de  vay  from  France  to  find  von 
dam  scoundrel. 

Sti.  Now,  I shouldn’t  have  to  go  twenty  steps  from 
my  home  to  find  fifty. 

Mad.  R.  You  haf  no  understand  ! my  dautair,  Mam- 
sell  Rougegorge,  vat  sell  de  poison  on  de  bulvar. 

Sti.  Oh,  ah  ! she  keeps  a doctor’s  shop. 

Mad.  R.  No,  no,  not  de  poison— it  is  de  pois-on,  da 
leetle  what  you  call  fish. 

Sti.  Ab,  yes,  I know. 

Mad . R . Kill  twenty  lovair 
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Sti.  Kill  twenty  lovers  ! what,  with  the  poison? 

Mad.  R.  No,  vid  love,  it  burn  dem  all  alive  ; at  length 
von  leetle  man  vin  her  heart — oh,  so  tendair — she  marry  ; 
veil,  two  leetle  gascons  come  of  dat  happy  marriage, 
beautiful  as  deir  grandmamma,  dat  vas  me  ; vel,  my  dau- 
tair  von  day  vas  kiss  by  von  handsome  grenadier;  her 
ugly  husban  come  home,  he  peep  in  at  de  vindow,  he  is 
jealous,  enrajey — he  leave  his  vife  and  de  two  leetle 
sherrybums;  so,  like  a dere  grandmamma — dat  vas  me, 
he  come  into  dis  country.  I sail  die  to  find  him ; you 
must  helpa  me — ah,  ah  ! 

Sti.  Oh,  with  great  pleasure  ! the  villain  leave  his 
wife  merely  because  he  detects  a tall  handsome  grenadier 
looking  into  her  bedchamber — the  jealous  wretch ! he 
deserves  to  be  choked  with  a bearskin  foraging-cap. 

Mad.  R.  Ah,  mon  enfant!  you  make  a me  weep,  you 
are  so  sentiment,  I sail  hug  a you  all  up — oh,  oh,  oh  ! 

[ Embraces  him. 

Sti.  This  is  worse  than  sitting  on  a ball  of  wax,  and 
sticking  to  the  shopboard.  [ A shout  heard  without .]  Aha, 
aha  ! the  town  surrenders,  Hofer  is  victorious,  he  is 
about  to  enter  the  market-place;  come  along,  mother, 
you  are  my  prisoner  ; come,  shout,  Hofer  forever. 

Mad.  R . Prisonair ! oh,  mon  Dieu  ! Vive  Hofair  ! vive 
Hofair  ! [ Exeunt , l. 

SCENE  VI. — The  Bridge  of  Isel,  crossing  the  water 
between  two  heights,  and  looking  towards  the  Brenner 
— a large  Rock  overhanging  the  bridge , L.  u.  E. 

Music. — Enter  Marie,  Elrick,  and  Josephine,  over  the 
bridge  from  r.  v.  E.,  conducted  by  Lieutenant  Ditfurt 
and  Soldiers — they  descend , and  cross  to  R.  corner — the  Sol- 
diers remain  on  the  bridge. 

Dit.  [Coming  down,  l.]  This  is  the  place  of  execution. 
Mar.  Execution  ! 

Dit . Merciful  conditions  have  been  tendered  to  Hofer 
— if  within  this  half  hour  he  surrenders  himself,  you  are 
free. 

Mar.  Merciful  conditions  ! — Fiends  ! you  little  deem 
how  far  less  difficult  it  were  for  the  wife  and  son  of 
Hofer  to  perish,  than  to  purchase  a miserable  existence 
at  the  expense  of  his  gallant  blood 
Elr.  My  noble  mother  ! 

Dit.  Time  flies,  and  Hofer  comes  not — prisoners,  pre- 
pare for  death. 
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Elr.  Death  ! — must  we  all  suffer  ? may  not  my  life 

atone  ? Mercy  for  my  mother,  for — I’ll  knee! 

Mar.  How,  Elrick  ! kneel  to  the  destroyer  of  your 
country  ? remember  thou  art  Hofer’s  son,  1 am  Hofer’s 
wife — I am  not  afraid  to  die,  but  never  dare  I meet  thy 
father’s  eye  again,  if  existence  be  attained  by  base  humi- 
liation to  his  detested  traitorous  enemies. 

Elr . Mother,  thou  knowest  thine  Elrick — thy  soul  and 
mine  alike  defy  their  malice,;  but,  oh  ! for  my  poor  Jo- 
sephine, how  my  heart  bleeds  already. 

Jos . Heed  not  me,  Elrick  ; near  thee,  I am  prepared. 
DU.  ’Tis  past  the  appointed  hour,  Hofer  is  not  here : 
we  dare  not  tarry — men  from  the  bridge,  prepare. 

Elr . Horror!  monsters  unheard  of!  such  a doom  on 
beings  so  defenceless — you  will  not,  dare  not ! 

Dit.  We  will  ! we  dare  ! 

Mar.  Then  heaven  have  mercy  on  us. 

Elr.  Oh,  mother,  Josephine  ! nearer  to  my  heart — 
nearer — come  gently,  death — one  effort  more — Tyrol  and 
liberty  ! [7/iey  kneel . 

Mar.  Would  thy  father  could  hear  thee,  boy  ! — to  die 
is  nothing — when  the  brave  die  nobly,  ’tis  a triumph — 
heaven  receive  us  ! 

DU.  Make  ready  ! [ Horn  sounds  icithout.]  Ah  ! that 
sound  ! no  more  delay,  present ! 

[The  Soldiers  present  from  the  bridge — Homayr  rises  behind 
the  rock , r.  s.  e.,  and  presents  his  rife  at  Ditfurt. 

Horn.  ’Tis  Hofer’s  signal,  strike  the  blow,  Capuchin  ; 
in  the  name  of  Providence,  let  all  go. 

DU.  [Seeing  him,']  Ah  ! what  wouldst  thou  ? — a spy  ! 
Horn,  Assassin,  take  a patriot’s  vengeance. 

[Ho  may  r shoots  Ditfurt — a tremendous  crash  is  heard — the 
overhanging  rock  Jails  and  crushes  the  Soldiers  on  the  bridge , 
who  full — liuspinger  is  seen  with  his  axe  on  the  bridge — 
the  Tyroleans  descend , rush  on  with  Hofer , and  a picture  is 
formed—  the  act  drop  Jails. 

END  OF  A(T  II. 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  I. — A Distant  View  of  the  Brenner, 

Music. — Tyrolean  Bivouac — Tyrolese  discovered,  lying  about  in 
groups  — Stitch  back,  lying  with  his  head  upon  the  drum, 

Sii.  [l.  C.,  lifting  his  head  from  the  drum.]  Oh,  glorioua 
I) 
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war  ! glorious  war  ! Like  the  glorious  law,  I fear-  thou 
hast  but  too  much  uncertainty  about  thee.  Here  are  we, 
valiant  Tyroleans,  late  conquerors  of  Innspruck,  driven 
by  the  wolfish  enemy,  like  a Hock  of  sheep,  back  again 
into  our  native  mountains.  What  will  become  of  us? 
The  French  and  Havanans  buzz  after  us  with  the  fury 
of  a swarm  of  enraged  hornets  : drumming  is  getting  a 
bad  trade,  I’m  afraid  : if  times  don’t  mend,  I must  sneak 
home,  and  take  to  t lie  tailoring  again — I can  mend  any 
thing  but  the  times.  Oh,  dear  ! here’s  the  central  ; I 
musn’t  show  the  threadbearishness  [Getting  up.]  of  my 
valour  in  his  presence. 

Enter  Hoffr  and  HomayR,  R. — Stitchback  salutes  them, and 

eieiail , I..,  uiith  the  Tyroleans. 

Hof.  No  more  of  these  base  proclamations,  with  which 
tlrey  threaten  us  : the  Hmperor  of  France  and  the  King 
of  Havana  would  frighten  us  with  big  words — we  are 
not  children  ; they  offer  us  pardon  to  lay  down  our  arms 
— we  are  not  traitors  ! 

Horn.  Traitors,  Hofer  ! no!  But  the  position  of  our 
affairs  is  desperate  ; every  moment  our  ammunition  de- 
creases—our  bridges  are  destroyed — even  retreat  is  dif- 
ficult : Austria,  involved  in  war,  cannot  longer  aid  us — > 
Innspruck,  Koverido,  vSaltzburg,  lost!  Our  poor  Tyrol, 
that  late  so  smiling  looked  a garden  of  one  happy  Culti- 
vation, lies  desolate  ; her  early  crops  down-trampled  by 
the  heavy  foot  of  war;  her  cottages,  till  now  content- 
ment's home,  in  one  short  spapej  lie  crumbled  into  ashes 
— their  humble  tenants,  houseless,  butcher’d,  dead  ! 

Ilof.  Oh,  France  ! accursed  Bavaria  ! what  blood  can 
ever  wash  away  these  many  wrongs?  And  you  would 
have  me  calmly  belt  the  sword,  and  stifle  the  remem- 
brance of  these  injuries  ! I cannot  do  it — our  country  is 
our  mother — ’{.is  against  nature — we  should  hear  her 
groans,  and  listen  calmly  : show  me!  the  man  could  do  it. 
Wretches  there  are,  I know,  of  bastard  birth,  like  Judas, 
who  could  sell  maternal  blood,  home,  father,  mother — 
ail— for  damned  lucre  ; but  I am  not  one  of  these— thank 
heaven,  1 am  not ! [Cresses  to  r. 

H‘*m.  Nor  I,  nor  T,  my  friend  ; but  what  more  can  we 
do  ? On  every  side  we  are  surrounded.  The  Chamois 
on  the  mountain’s  topmost  pinnacle,  hemmed  round  by 
hunters,  lives  more  free  from  peril.  See,  one  comes. 
ilof.  ’fis  Haspinger,  the  Capuchin. 
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Enter  Haspinger,  L. 

Hof.  | Crossing,  c.]  My  friend,  thy  words 

Ilus.  Are  but  to  say  farewell,  and  hasten  to  my  con- 
vent-cell again  : Tyrol  is  bought  and  sold. 

Hof.  Say’st  thou  ? 

Enter  Chastelar,  L. 

Hof.  Your  tidings? 

Clin.  Peace  is  declared  ’twixt  Austria  and  France. 

Hof.  Peace  between  France  and  Austria!  The  wolf 
become  companion  of  the  lamb?  Art  sure,  beyond  a 
doubt  ? 

Cha.  Yes,  beyond  all  doubt.  See  here  a messenger — 
list  to  his  proclamation. 

Hof.  i will,  if  my  heart  break  not  i’  the  hearing. 
Trumpet — Enter  Tyroleans , L.,  and  cross  to  R. — General 

Bison,  followed  by  a Drummer , with  pen,  ink-horn,  and  long 

scroll— Soldiers  Jilt  up  the  entrance,  L. 

Gen.  (L.)  Tyroleans,  peace  being  concluded  ’twixt 
Austria  and  France,  I come  to  receive  your  submissions; 
and  charge  ye,  in  the  name  of  Napoleon,  to  return  quietly 
to  your  homes,  placing  hrst  to  these  conditions  your 
na  uihs  and  signatures — so  shall  ye  be  pardoned  and  pro- 
tected ; he  who  refuses,  to  be  considered  as  a traitor, 
and  doomed  accordingly.  God  save  the  Emperor  ! 

[ The  Drummer  puts  his  drum  down , L.,  and  places  the* scroll 
on  it — Haspinger  advances. 

Has.  So  hopeless,  I subscribe.  [S/gns. 

Horn.  [Advancing.]  And  I,  to  stay  the  tide  of  innocent 
blood.  [Signs, 

Cha.  I,  for  the  peace  of  others ; now,  Hofer,  thou. 

Hof.  [c.,  is  from  a torpor.  J I — no,  no,  no  ! 

Mur.  (r.)  Husband,  yes. 

fi if.  away  my  birthright,  liberty  ! Yes — Napo- 
leon's brighter  star  decrees  it  so — all  must  yield  to  him  ; 
fate  ordains  it  —why,  then,  s ould  I resist  ? [ Advancing 
towards  the  Di  ummerJ]  Give  me  the  pen.  [Starting  back.J 
No,  I’ll  not  do  it ! 

Eir.  Father,  thou  canst.  not  save  thy  country — save 

th>  self. 

Hof.  Begone  ! 1 know  thee  not. 

Mar.  Andreas,  I entreat  thee,  sign. 

Hot.  [ Wildly.}  Who  art  thou? 

Mur.  Thy  faithful  wife,  Marie. 

Ho/.  Tuou  Marie?  thou  the  wife  of  Hofer?  Leave 
t>  2 
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me  : my  Marie  had  never  urged  me  to  a deed  like  this — 
she  had  a voice  all  silver-toned  for  honour — sweet  as  our 
native  strains,  which  thrill  of  liberty — she  in  her  heart 
locked  up  the  pearl  of  loyalty,  and  gave  the  key  to 
heaven.  Tempter,  no  ! thou  art  no  wife  of  mine — I 
never  saw  thee. 

Mar.  Never  loved  me,  rather. 

Hof.  If  I had  loved  thee  as  the  angels  love,  I love  my 
country  better — no  woman’s  voice  should  ever  turn  a 
patriot  from  his  duty.  Go,  ply  thy  distiff!  love,  and  be 
beloved  ; all  that  is  beautiful  and  fond,  I grant  ye  ; but 
never meddle  with  affairs  of  state — thy  hand  is  all  too 
feeble  for  the  helm  : and  woe  betide  that  vessel  in  the 
storm,  whose  pilot,  though  with  heart  intenth  red  well, 
is  still  but  woman. 

Gen,  Thou  dost  refuse  to  sign  ? 

Hof.  I do. 

Mar.  They  will  proscribe  thee  traitor  ! 

Hof.  I’d  sooner  bear  a traitor's  recreant  name — such 
as  they  call  traitor!  I'd  sooner  hug  dishonour  in  my 
grave,  wrapt  in  my  winding-sheet — such  ac  they  call 
dishonour!  than  wear  the  peace  and  glory  they  assign, 
which  heaven  shuts  its  door  against. 

Gen . Come  on — he  does  refuse  to  sign. 

[ Exeunt  General  Bison,  Drummer , and  Soldiers,  L. 

Has.  Farew  ell,  Hofer!  my  prayers  are  all  I’ve  left  to 
give  my  country.  I’ll  to  my  beads  and  shrine.  Fare- 
well! 

Hof.  [Abstractedly  ] Farewell  ! 

[f  leant  liaspinger  and  tico  Tyroleans , L. 

Cha.  I in  Austria  seek  an  exile’s  solitude — my  sw'ord 
again  my  sickle.  Hofer,  heaven  be  with  you. 

Hof.  As  with  thee,  and  all  this  sinful  world. 

[ ExitChastelar — more  Tyroleans  follow,  L. 

Horn.  Hofer,  ’tis  Homayr  now  speaks.  Adieu  ; the 
dream  is  past;  it  is  glory’s  winter : let  us  avoid  the  storm, 
my  comrade— I — I am  gone 

Hof.  [Grasping  his  hand .]  Homayr,  let  me  embrace  thee. 
Thou  art  not  a coward,  yet  thou  leav’st  me — thou,  by 
whose  side  I’ve  fought  and  bled — wrould  we  had  fallen 
together!  would — oh,  these  dreadful  thoughts!  agony 
of  feeling!  Go,  Homayr.  [In  fears.] — go — 1 am  a child 
else — we  two  will  meet  again — go,  go,  go  ! 

[Homayr  presses  his  hand,  and  exit,  followed  by  * cleans,  U 

Mar.  All  our  friends  desert,  us. 

Kir,  (c.)  Our  foes  are  thickening  around  l, 
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Mar.  (r.)  Come,  Andreas,  let  us  seek  the  valley — 
our  green  and  quiet  home. 

Hof.  (r.  c.)  Home  ! Oh,  'tis  a sweet,  sweet  sound — 
the  melody  of  the  heart's  summer. 

Elr.  Come,  father,  come. 

Hof.  [ Meditating .]  It  might  he  done— ’twere  but  to 
climb  the  heights  above  them  with  our  troops 

Mar.  He  heeds  us  not. 

Hof.  That  way  we  might  surprise  them — by  the  pass 
— ay,  ’twould  do  ! 

Elr.  Still  meditating  some  attack. 

Hof.  [Looking  round.]  Where,  where  are  my  comrades? 

Mur.  Gone,  all  gone. 

Elr.  Not  one  remains. 

Hof.  Which  way  went  they  forth  l 

Mar.  [Pointing,  L.]  By  that 

Hof  No,  not  one— not  one. 

Enter  four  Soldiers  and  DoNAY,  L. 

Hof  Yes,  one  : behold,  my  friend  Donay 

Don.  (l.)  Behold  him  here! 

Elr.  W horn  seek  you  ? 

Don.  Hofer! 

Elr.  [Crossing  to  c.]  Away,  away — ye  pass  not  here  ! 

Hof.  Elrick,  my  son. 

Don.  We  must,  in  the  name  of  our  emperor. 

Elr.  Yon  pass  not  here,  I say,  but  through  my  blood  : 
a son,  defending  a guiltless  father,  is  fortified  by  an  in- 
visible power.  The  first  that  moves  one  step  lies  dead 
beneath  my  grasp. 

Don.  Soldiers,  do  your  duty.  [77jey  advance. 

Hof.  No  more,  no  more,  my  son.  What  wants  my 
friend  Donay  ? 

Don.  You  are  our  prisoner 

Hof.  Prisoner  ! 

Mar.  Elr.  Prisoner  ? 

Hof.  I,  thy  prisoner?  the  prisoner  of  Donay  ! Well, 
be  it  so : 'tis  true,  our  friendship  is  not  one  day’s  growth, 
but  that  of  years — yet  that’s  not  much  ; Tis  true,  that  we 
were  schooled  together,  together  climbed  the  mountain's 
brow,  and  chased  the  flexible  chamois — yet  that’s  not 
much  ; ’tis  true,  that  we  did  vow  each  to  the  other,  by 
every  solemn  oath,  eternal  constancy  ; and  it  is  true,  that, 
like  a traitor  wretch,  thou  hast  betrayed  me — lead  on. 

Mar.  Not  without  me  ! no,  no  ! 
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Hof.  Courage,  Marie,  let  them  not  see  your  terrors — 
nor  thine,  my  son — be  firm,  be  firm.  On,  sir — we  are 
prepared  to  follow.  Yet  it  cannot  be  my  friend  Donay  ? 

Mur,  The  viper  ! heaven's  wrath  be  on  him! 

Don.  [Coldly.]  What  saidst  thou  to  me? 

Hof.  [Going  near  him.]  I'll  tell  thee  when  we  meet  be- 
fore our  God  ! March  ! 

[Music — Itofer  draws  himself  proudly  up,  puts  his  left  hand 
on  i.lrick’s  shoulder , and  his  right  round  Marie's  waist,  and 
keeps  his  eye  sternly  fixed  upon  Donay,  who  partly  shrinks 
from  his  gaze,  and  follows,  with  his  head  averted. 

SCENE  II. — Interior  of  Maulette's  Cottage — a door,  c.  F. 
Enter  Maulette,  l.  tJ.  E.,  with  linen,  and  Madame  Rouge- 

gorge,  with  a large  washing-tub,  which  she  places,  L.,  throw- 
ing the  linen  into  the  tub. 

Mau.  It  is  a busy  day  with  us— these  washings,  and 
these  ironings — I don’t  know  who  would  be  a woman. 

Mad.  R.  It  is  von  state  all  defenceless.  Ah,  me  ! but 
for  your  good  disposition,  Madame  Spoke,  vat  gif  me 
shelter  here  in  your  maison,  till  dey  leave  off  fire  de  big 
cannon,  and  roll  de  large  stone  from  de  high  rock,  for 
breaky  de  tate — I have  die  in  de  rue.  Ah,  I sail  never 
fin  de  vicket  leetle  husban  of  mine  chill,  for  vich  I come 
into  d is  country.  So  I vashey  for  you,  till  de  peace  make 
himself,  and  den  I run  away  home  again  : but  I must  fill 
mine  large  buck,  and  lave  away  mine  grief— dat  is  all 
goot— ah,  ah  ! [Exit,  r. 

Mau.  Poor  silly  old  kreter  ! to  think  of  her  coming  all 
the  way  from  France  to  look  for  her  daughter’s  runaway 
husband — ha,  ha  ! Talking  of  husbands,  I’m  satisfied 
poor  little  Job  has  fallen  bravely  in  battle  ; I’m  an  un- 
happy widow  ; and  if  Mr.  Stitcuback,  my  first  love,  who 
is  returned,  with  all  his  limbs  safe  and  sound,  to  the 
village,  would  but  pop  in  and  pop  the  question,  why, 
things  would  he  as  things  should  be  : he  did  half  pro- 
mise to  pay  me  a visit,  so  I’ll  set  out  a little  morsel  of 
supper — men  opens  their  minds  when  they  eats  and 
drinks.  [Exit,  a. 

Enter  Jon  Spokewoppen,  ragged  and  wretched,  peeping  in  at 
the  door,  c.  F. 

Job.  So,  this  is  Maulette’s  cottage  ; how  delighted  she 
will  be  to  see  me  ! Ah,  I’ll  warrant  she’s  wasted  to  a 
skeleton  in  rny  absence  ; I’ve  been  finely  starved,  a pri- 
soner. [MauleUe  laughs  within .]  Ah,  what's  that  ? [Looks 
r.]  Maulette  laughing  to  herself,  and  dishing  a turkey  ? 
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She’s  eating,  too,  and  doesn’t  look  so  despairing ; I’ll 
conceal  myself,  and  observe : my  mind  misgives  me — but 
where — no  closet-— ah,  an  admirable  ambush. 

[//*  creeps  into  the  tub , and  covers  himself  over  with  the  sheeting. 
Re-enter  Maulette,  b.u.  e.  , with  the  supper-table,  set  out  with 
a turkey,  fyc, 

Man.  [Placing  the  table , c.j  There  — that’s  for  the  man 
I adores,  and  he’s  not  far  oil'. 

Job.  [/hide  ] Ah  ! then  she  knows  I’m  here — I’ll  dis- 
cover myself,  and oh,  the  devil  ! 

Stitchback.  [Singing  without.]  Now  the  wins  are  over. 

I’ll  sweetly  live  in  clover. 

An  l patch  up  the  doublet  of  care. 

Mau.  That’s  his  dulceterous  voice.  [ Opening  the  door t 
c.  F.]  Come  in,  dear  Mr.  Stitchback — enter  boldly,  mag- 
nanimous hero,  and  take  a drop  of  something  to  recruit 
your  inexhaustible  spirits,  under  the  weight  of  all  your 
laurels. 

Enter  Stitchback,  c.  d.  f. 

Sti.  What  beautiful  superfine  language  ! Here’s  to 
thee,  pattern  of  excellence — shopboard  of  love,  on  which 
he  spreads  his  holiday  waistcoats.  [Drinks.]  Oh,  that 
thou  wouldst  listen  to  the  suit  of  thy  devoted  tailor. 

Man.  I am  a listening,  Mr.  Stitch. 

Sti.  What  more  can  1 say  ? Would  I could  wax  thee 
to  my  humour  like  a thread. 

Man.  Law!  I’m  not  difficult, and  you  know  I hasa  heart, 

Sti.  Yes,  and  so  has  I — tender  as  a pincushion. 

Jobt  [Aside,  in  the  tub,  peeping  under  the  sheeting.]  I should 
like  to  stuff  it  with  saw-dust. 

Mnu.  Do  me  the  favour  to  eat  a morsel  of  cold  turkey. 

[They  sit  at  the  table  and  eut. 

Sti.  [Aside.]  Turkey — what  a delicate  compliment — 
she’s  thinking  of  my  resigned  office  and  the  drum-sticks. 
[Talking  with  his  numth  full.]  This  is  a respectable  old 
gentleman — the  father  of  a numerous  family,  I dare  say  ; 
I’m  told  these  birds  live  to  a great  age,  and  now  I be- 
lieve it.  Oh,  dear!  have  you  got  a hatchet  i t the  house? 
[Choking.]  Somebody  grudges  ine  the  morceau. 

Mau.  Oh,  Mr.  Stitch  [Giving  him  a horn  of  wine.].  I’m 
quite  ashamed — drink. 

Sti.  i hankye,  Madame  Spokewoppen.  Ah,  when  you 
shall  have  become  Madame  Stitchback—  heigho  ! 

Man.  Heigho  ! The  name  of  Spokewoppen  revives 
past  tenderness  for  a lost  object.  [Affects  to  weep . 

Job.  [Aside,  from  the  tub.]  A lost  object — thiOA’-s  me. 
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Mau.  Poor  Job  ! I hopes  as  how  he  died  a comfort- 
able death. 

Sti  I hopes  as  how  he  did. 

Mau.  He  wasn’t  good  for  not  much  in  this  world. 

Sti.  Madame  S.,  may  I kiss  away  that  smiling  tear 

Mau.  [Wiping  her  mouth.]  Mr.  S.,  you  may. 

Job.  [Aside,  rising  up  in  the  tub.]  I suffocate  ! I’ll  get 

up  and  strangle  the  rascal — I'll  murder — I'll who 

the  devil’s  that  ? [Laying  down  in  the  tub  again . 

Enter  M ADAM  E UoUGEGORGE,  r , with  a pail  of  water. 

Mad.  R.  Ah,  you  dere,  Mons.  Stitch  ? dat  is  goot.  I 
sail  extinguish  my  pail  of  watair,and  den  embraceyyou, 
tout  sweet.  [ Crosses  to  L.,  and  dashes  the  water  over  Job. 

Job.  [liking  in  the  tub , enveloped  in  the  sheet. j Fire! 
water!  murder! 

Mad.  R.  [Falling  on  her  knees.]  O,  mon  Dieu  j 

Mau.  A ghost! 

Sti.  The  devil  ! 

Job.  [Running  about  in  the  sheet.]  Vengeance  ! PH  mur- 
der, burn,  destroy 

Mau.  Pray  forgive  me — Pm  very  sorry — I hoped — 
that  is,  I thought  you  were  dead. 

Sti.  So  did  I,  I m sure  * I thought  you'd  been  sewn 
up  long  ago. 

Job.  [Throwing  off  the  sheet.]  Wretches  ! to  your  con- 
fusion, Pm  alive  ! 

Mad.  R.  [Starting  up,  collars  him , and  draws  her  pistol.] 
Alif — he  says  he’s  al  if  ! 

Job.  Oh,  dear,  ’ tis  the  old  hag  ! 

Mad.  R.  I haf  caught  de  large  bigrascail,  come  avay 
vid  me,  you  are  my  dautaiFs  husband. 

Sii  Husband! 

Mau.  Has  he  got  another  wife  ?—  oh,  the  little  villain  ! 

Sri.  Another  wife  ! say  that  again. 

Mad.  R.  Oui,  oui,  he  is  de  papa  of  de  two  little  sher- 
ryTims  vat  are  so  beautiful  as  dere  grandmamma,  dat  is 
me — come  away  vid  you. 

Sti.  Oh,  give  him  his  supper. 

Mad.  R.  [Presenting  her  pistol.]  I vil  vid  dis,  vat  I carry 
for  him  toujours  *,  1.  sail  take  him  shameful  at  vonce  to 
carry  up  de  high  chemin— ah,  ah  ! 

Sti.  Poor  devil  ! she’s  going  to  take  him  up  the  chimney. 

Mad.  R.  Farewell,  my  frents  ! you  must  do  your  vash 
vidout  Madaine  Uougegorge — ha,  ha  ! I triumph,  I am 
grand  conquerair — march  ! 
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Job.  Oh,  deai  . oli ! 

[She  presents  the  pistol  and  faces  him  off,  L. 
Sti.  She  didn’t  take  him  up  the  chimney,  though. 
Mau.  Poor  little  Job,  how  I pities  him.  [W ip es  her  eyes.] 
Now,  Mr.  Stitchback,  shall  we  finish  the  cold  turkey, 
or  how  ? 

Sti.  How  ? — we’ll  be  married  to-morrow,  if  you’ll 
consent. 

Mau.  Why,  in  these  troublesome  times,  what  is  a dif- 
fident, sensitive  woman,  with  delicate  feelings,  to  do  for 
protection  ? — Take  my  trembling  hand — I can’t  refuse. 

Sti.  She  consents  ! — Oh,  I’m  quite  fine-drawn  ! Hap- 
piest of  tailors  and  of  men,  already  I see  my  shopboard 
adorned  with  six  little  cross-legged  tailors,  all  of  a row, 
the  very  patterns  of  their  of  papa — my  cut  exactly  ! The 
dream  is  too  illusive  ! — oh,  Mrs.  Stichback  ! 

Mau.  Oh,  Mr.  S.,  my  excruciating  commotions  is  be- 
yond human  exception.  [They  embrace. 

DUETT. — Maulette  and  Stitchback. 

Air — Hilts  of  Tyrol. 

Sti . At  close  of  day,  when  shop  is  shut, 

And  kettle  on  the  fire  put, 

What  joys  our  hearts  will  bless  : 

I'll  gently  blow  the  lire. 

And  do  whate’er  you  desire. 

Oh,  charming  Madame  S. ! 

Oe,  aw,  oe,  &c. 

Mau.  Your  house  I'll  clean,  your  bed  I’ll  make 

I’ll  wash,  I’ll  scrub,  and  brew,  and  bake; 

Your  dinner  nictely  dress. 

New'  joys  wil I crown  your  life, 

With  me  jour  charming  wife. 

Oh,  handsome  Mr.  S. ! 

Oe,  aw,  oe,  &c. 

Sti.  Into  my  cup  your  lingers  neat 

Shall  pop  large  lumps  of  sugar  sweet, 

And  happy  will  we  be  : 

You,  love,  shall  rule  the  roast. 

And  wash  down  the  butter’d  toast. 

With  smoking  bohea  ! 

Oe,  aw,-oe,  &c. 

Hoth.  New  joys  our  hearts  will  bless,— 

Rapture  and  soft  excess. 

Oh,  handsome 

SCENE  III.. — A Guard-House — a window,  r.  f. — a dis- 
tant Telegraph  seen  through  it,  half  blacky  half  white. 

Hofer  discovered y asleep  on  a couch,  L-,  Marie  watching  over 
him. 

Mar.  Betrayed — and  by  Donay,  bis  early  friend— 
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companion  of  his  youth  • I did  suspect  him  truly.  Yet 
has  he  paid  the  forfeit  of  his  base  ingratitude  ; for,  as  he 
gained  the  Alpine  height  above  my  husband’s  lone  re- 
treat, a small  projecting  rock  gave  way,  and  hurl’d  the 
traitor  to  the  depths  below. 

Enter  General  Bison,  l. 

Gen.  Madam,  the  hour  is  come. 

Mar.  So  soon  ? — Still  he  sleeps  serenely  ! Is  his  fate 
confirmed  ? 

Gen.  Not  yet. 

Mar.  Wilt  thou  tell  me  when? 

Gen.  I’ve  scarce  the  heart  to  tell  it : — there  is  a tele- 
graph through  yonder  window  ; should  it  change  sud- 
denly to  white,  thy  husband’s  life  is  pardoned ; if 
black 

Mar.  [Glancing  at  Hofer .]  I can  be  firm  : speak  on  ! 

Gen . If  black, — he — he  dies  ! [Exit,  L. 

Mar.  Oh,  my  husband  ! — and  he  calmly  sleeps  ! A 
smile,  but  not  an  earthly  one,  is  on  his  lips — he  dreams 
of  heaven  ! 

Hof.  [Asleep  on  the  couch , L.]  Beautiful  visions,  fade  not 
so  soon  away ! 

Mar.  Oh,  joy  of  misery,  how  my  heart  aches  ! That 
window — dare  I — yes — the  worst — the  worst — ’tis  best 
to  endure  the  worst ! [She  anxiously  approaches  the  window.'] 
Oh,  what  an  anxious  moment ! — terrible  suspense  ! how 
frequently,  in  living,  do  we  endure  a thousand  times 
more  agony  than  to  die  ? Yet  we  cling  on  and  on,  infa- 
tuated still.  Why,  why  is  it  so  ? 

Hof.  [Asleep.]  Hail,  deliverer  of  Switzerland,  glorious 
William  Tell  ! 

Mar.  He  dreams  ofliberty  ! He  must  yet  awake,  and, 
perhaps — [She  turns  towards  the  window — the  telegraph 
changes  to  black. — Chord  ] Black  ! black  as  despair  can  ren- 
der it ! Death  ! death  ! — But  I must  struggle — my  duty 
still  is  firmness.  Yet  my  trembling  limbs — strength- 
less  [Rests  against  the  wall . 

Enter  Elrick,  cautiously , R. 

Elr.  Mother  ! 

Mar.  I know  too  well  the  horrible  decision — speak  it 
not  again  ! 

Elr.  Thou  knovv’st 

Mar.  Yes;  yon  telegraph — I — hush,  he  awakes  I 

Hof.  [Rising.]  Marie!  Elrick! 
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Mar.  Andreas  ! 

Elr.  [Crossing  behind , to  L.]  Father! 

Hof.  Sleep  has  refreshed  me.  I dreamed  a pleasant 
dream. 

Mar.  [Shudders  and  weeps.]  A pleasant  one  ? 

Hof.  Weep  not,  dear  Marie.  Why  look’st  thou  thus 
so  pale  and  so  despairing? — We  shall  meet  again,  where 
the  guilty  cease  their  torments,  where  sorrow  is  at  rest. 

[ Kisses  her. 

Mar.  But,  my  Andreas,  to  part  thus— and  thou — to — 
die ! 

Hof.  Tis  but  to  go  a few  years  ere  my  time — 

To  ’scape  the  after-reckoning  of  old  age.  [ Firmly . 

Marie,  I would  have  thee,  when  1 am  gone, 

Wring  not  thy  hands,  and  sit  thee  down  and  weep, 

That  common  minds  admire  thy  common  sorrow. 
Remember  thou  art  Hofer’s  widow — a Tyrolean  born# 

Mar.  I shall,  my  Andreas  ! Thou  knows’t  me,— 

My  grief  is  not  woe’s  cup,  flowing  o’er  with  tears, 

But  quiet,  yet  certain  as  the  sand  of  the  hour-glass. 
Waning,  grain  by  grain. 

If ’tis  permitted,  watch  over  me,  invisible: 

I’ll  do  thy  bidding,  nobly,  flrmly,  proudly. 

Hof.  [Embracing  her.]  I know  thou  wilt. 

Enter  General  Bison,  l. 

Hof.  I know  thine  errand:  I come. 

Gen.  [Giving  a letter.]  Let  this  console  thee. 

Hof.  [l. — Ita/ds.]  ’Tis  from  the  emperor,  Marie — ah 
is  it  possible?  Listen,  Elrick  ! listen,  Marie  ! he  offers 
ye  a pension — to  the  widow  and  orphan  son  of  Hofer,  on 
condition  that  ye  quit  Tyrol  and  abide  in  France — what 
is  your  reply  ? 

Mar.  (c.)  Tyrol,  my  native  land  ! my  birth  ! my  grave! 

Elr.  (r.)  And  mine ! 

Hof.  [Giving  back  letter.]  You’re  answered,  sir  ; fare- 
well ! 1 go  to  enjoy  a triumph  : short  is  the  way,  and 

strewn  with  thornless  roses.  You  to  Tyrol,  I’ll  be  with 
you  there;  yea,  many  a night,  in  the  old  settle,  by  the 
cheerful  hearth — rejoicing,  think  of  me,  but  not  in  an- 
guish; think  of  me,  with  affection's  exultation — as  Hofer 
by  Hofer’s  kin  would  be  remembered. 

Elr.  But,  father 

Hof.  (c.).  Boy,  there  your  duty  lies,  sustain  your  mo- 
ther. [/!  drum  heard  without — he  is  going,  l.,  and  is  about  to 
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return  to  Marie , when  the  drum  beats  again/]  Bless  ye  ! God 
bless  ye  ! | Exit,  L. — the  drum  rolls  — E trick  crosses  to  L.  and 
lo^ks  af  ter  HoJ’er. 

Mar.  [After  a pause.]  These  are  not  tears  ! — He  is  gone  ! 
he  is  gone  ! [Weeps.]  No,  no ! I said  I would  be  firm,  I 
promised — 1 require  no  support,  no — I — brain  ! — how 
lonely  is  my  heart— a widow! — he,  too,  too  much — 
Elrick,  we  have  lost — oh  ! 

[She  falls  in  Elrick’s  arms — he  supports  her  off,  R. 

SCENE  IV. — Mountainous  View  and  Cataract . 

Dead  March. — Enter  Three  Soldiers,  with  muskets  reversed , 
General  Bison,  Hofer,  and  Three  Soldiers , who  cross  to 
L.  and  join  the  other*. 

Gen.  (l.)  Behold  the  place  of 

Hof.  (c.)  Of  execution ! speak  it  boldly,  General  Bison ; 
fear  not  for  me,  I am  prepared. 

Gen.  I am  glad  of  it,  mine  is  a painful  duty  ; is  there 
aught  by  which  I can  atone  for  a deed  imperatively  im- 
posed. 

Hof.  Think  of  me  as  a soldier — as  one  who,  if  he  erred, 
did  so  from  noble  motives  ; my  peace  is  made,  here  and 
hereafter;  I have  no  apprehension,  but  for  my  country — 
for  myself,  no  thought  but  heaven. 

Gen.  Brave,  brave  man  ! can  I — dare  I give  the  sig- 
nal of  thy  doom  ? 

Hof.  Thou  shalt  not;  Hofer  shall  prove  that  he  can 
die  as  he  hath  lived — my  own  voice  must  pronounce  the 
fatal  edict — there  I’ll  take  my  stand.  [Pointing  to  r.  u.R.] 
And  when  I bid  ye  fire,  do  it  unshrinkingly,  like  men  ; 
remember  there’s  mercy  in  the  blow  which  kills  at  once. 

[The  General  goes  off,  L.,  and  the  Soldiers  follow. 
Hof.  [Kneeling  and  raising  his  hands  to  heaven.]  Make 
ready — present — fire  ! 

[The  Soldiers  fire  and  Hofer  drops — the  Tyroleans  immediately 
rush  on — the  Soldiers  just  appear , L.,  lay  down  their  arms 
and  kneel,  and  the  Curtain  slowly  Jails. 

DISPOSITION  OF  THE  CHARACTERS  AT  THE 
FALL  OF  THE  CURTAIN. 

Tyroleans.  Tyroleans.  Six  Soldiers  kneeling. 

The  Body  of  Hofer. 

u.]  I-] 


THE  END. 
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